Google 



This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 

to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 

to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 

are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other maiginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 

publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing tliis resource, we liave taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 
We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain fivm automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attributionTht GoogXt "watermark" you see on each file is essential for in forming people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liabili^ can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at |http: //books .google .com/I 



^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^m 1 ^^^^^^H 




^^3V7S- Z9 


( 


teal 

HARVARD 

COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 




^^1 



:^yVy^'^9 



HARVARD 

UN/VERs/TV 
.'■/BRARY 
^•^1 24 197.5 



i .' " 



■.\ 



P E M S 



// 



BV 



DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI. 




BOSTON: 
ROBERTS nROTHERS. 



1S70. 



U^ 



^6 




**M9r do I hn&w what lyrics of any time art to be eatUd 
j^nai if wi an to deny that titlo to tAose." ^ViiUAAU 
Morris. 

SOME NOTICES BY ENGLISH CRITICS 

Of 

DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI'S POEMS. 



Wii.LMM MoKKi^ thi Author p/ 
** Tke Emrtkfy ramttiit.** 

Pottun nx Dantii 0.%riiiKL Ro^mct* 
Tt. <— Ten yean iign« with tli« publica- 
linn of ht« beuutiful and wliohrly volume 
of inmUaiWm^ fmm the early Italian 
lioetA. Mr. Kowstti annnunced the prep- 
aratinn nf a vtilunie nf ori^nnal peeni*. 
Thn book, an eagerly looked fiir by Ihnae 
who knew the author by hia ((real worka 
in rstntimc h.ia now been f^nyr^sn to the 
public : rnir h it easy to exajgc^rate the 
^ue and imiiortance of that Rtft, lor 
the bonk te complete and Kiti«faclnry 
from tnd to end : and in apite of tlte 
intimate c o nn e ctl o w bstween one art 
and another, it ia certainly to be won- 
dered at that a master in tne aupremely 
difficult art of pninttnewhnnld h.ive <piaf- 
ttiea whidi en.tble him tn deal with the 
other su-wemcly diffiaiU one of poetry : 
and to do thia, not only with the ntmmit 
depth of feeling and thoujEht, but aim 
with the moNC cnm|ilete and unCilterins 
mam c r y over it« material : that he ahmitd 
ftnd in Ua limitaiiona and «|iecial cmidi* 
li<*a«, n«il utomb'tnfs-b'ocka or fetlem, 
but ju'a «o many pieaanreA. no much 
whclttns of invention and imajpnation. 

In no |inem« ia the aiiontanenira and 
kibiiual intcrpret.li ion of matter and 
nunner, which in the eiMcnce of poetry, 
more CfMnp'ete than in the«e. An ori};* 
tnal and tmbtile beauty of execution ex- 
pr c w ca the deep myatidiuri nf thmi;;ht 
which in vome Inrm and desree in not 
wantin]( ocrta;nly to any nnet^ of the 
modem achno!, but which in Mr. Knsi- 
aetti'a work i* both great in degree and 
poaainnate in kind: nor in him haa it 
tajr tendency to lo«e itadf amid aHegnry | 



or abstraction* ; Indeed, Instead of lum* 
ins hum.in life into »ymb(ila of thin^ 
va;;uo and not underMnnd, it mtlier sivea 
to the very aymbol* the peraonar lifii 
and variety^ of mankind. No |wem in 
thin book in witlKint the circle of this 
realixini; my^Mici^n, which deals wonder- 
in};ly %«iih a'.l real tlm)S4 th.it cin Itave 
pneiic Nte given them bv paMi<ni, and 
refu«eH to hixT tn do with any invisible 
thiii]^< that ill tlie wide rcojie nf its 
imat;inati<Hi cannot be made perfectly 
di»tinct and imeticaUy real. Of all turns 
of mind this muHt be the fitte!>t to give 
the concentration and intensity necewary 
for Ijrrical wnrks, and the cnrres|iondin( 
patience and iintirin;; ener;;;^ tn carry 
lliem nut : nothing hut this cnuU have 
given us the maffniftcent cn.lcctinn of 
annnets at the etin of this volume, which, 
thiHigh there are some am«Mig u|>warda 
ofeiKhtyth.it are not free from obi^urity, 
the be^tting vice t«f snnneK. are nevcr- 
fhclesa unexampled in the English lan- 
piage, since Sh.ikK|ieare'>s Aw depth of 
ihnu;{ht. and skill ami felicity of execu- 
tinn. A mediocre sonnet is more hateful 
to gods and men than any oiner versified 
mediocrity, a crabbed one is harder to 
read than any mher fnrm nf crabbed 
ver«e : and complete success is not 
cnmmnn even when the thmight is not 
over-deep: but lo express sinne deep 
Hecc of tluHi;;hl or feeling coin|>leteiy 
.md with be.iut>' in the n.irruw limits 
of fourteen lines and in such a way tliat 
no line simuld be unless ctr b.inren o4 
some reflet of the m.iin idea ; m leave 
the due impression of the whnSe thmight 
on the mind by the wxight and beauty 
of the ending ; ami to do all this without 
kisini^ simplicity, without alTectation of 
any kind, and Wtth exquisite dioicenesa 



jf didiB nd rtTBC iiu ■mtraiCTT 



oniKuCill •bgit if lhi> hif;h«t Ultid- 



PMuiiir HjnuciHi •pnkcn oT 

■he ^«nRM of Ih. »in,ls Mill 1, 
mmlnrm ind Hnnlidly nf theii 
- A Unl* While.'- and ^ I'M S« 




■nd mcM OB Ibc wrfia, -'l-|i« IIIok 
DiHitoicr* ■bouM ba iKHindt ■ i«*iii i 
niiicli wild InKitie, ind Ihc •him* o 
tik. tn4 dnpur qTHrinUOB, and Ih 



n ■* ml u ibc (arthljr ihin|p ib 
lonr. s hik ib»« m icuolr kv I 

tioA IHit ihc Ihmci hit in4K<nn^ 



ranfc nf hmuJ cih |n[r;r. Al ftrS tiEhr 

imv Hcm tcnr freal, b«l Ihcn K ^^ 
(H3. IM bmV in Ih* nnilT oT lb* immI 
llul imdEnvd both thnc ponna ; valhcr 

oihtr. Thf tubjicl im di&cull lor a 
nwdcm poet la deal «ith| bul neeenury 
far a Inaa to think 0/7 1I m ihoucliL or 
ban *(i]i lb* Mbhw daixha oT iHlioft 



pil]rtUd)n»l|Lwhb 

oihcr. aaid caniad oui wiin pcricn 
•inidicilf and buul|i. It i* h •inme, 
■nferc wl . aad fall ol' niturt, ilul 1 ihinit 
II iha men at ih* wha ■ bmk ihii 
■wM be mtal Mi-Hi il i, »» »,. 
With all tbn, n 



■implmtir ind 
_ . _.J ID U)F niKh 

nvjr be IHMpCn), U lud' 

..^ «■' i-«< u>HiJdct3iion of on* aide cf 
id. Rs'Kili'i poBcn, how ftriceiljr ih* 
rf'inBi<ii(d>an>ci(ro(lh(io)ilo4Uiur ii 
kepi; hi* piij', hit iKouu ii^inil Ih* 
hifdno* oC nalKft and chance, ncnr 
null* him didaciiCi nr more or leu ihin 
of the mrld. taf nnn than lii* 

brutalt Ihnoch in Ihe incritibl* Aai and 
- * -ioffcelinganrthibiiiinlpleaHmhe 
*r>>eeniiB)| oa ih*<KiE<af liuch- 
nw one or Mhn M IheM cxlrnnn. Hcm 
admirabijr, too, the cmdaHoi n naniBeil 
*ilh that dramatic bieakinf of dJVp ai^l 
the (Heel Ihll '« Kim 10 iba chilliiw of 

pindiKeiBad ia hatf IjtKJl ef: cmMnj; 
-" *- s^mi jsiKiE* abmi Iwi tlial 



u* )uu been mfnlimtd: shich 
-. ^ one lo •aj'ini Ihil, [houj;h 11 

of hi* roema, Ibcjr bear iriih ibcm iq^i* 



iflwn not merely in Ih* vlTid pkiarini 

n of Ib* buniUcd »i>i> Is KJorenn, 
Ih* nobl* PDcm sf "Dante at Ve- 
na." —bal mm emdiMnl; (till m 
t Ulead; parpnH mnini ihrourh all 

h«*cver lyricaU it deall wKh^ In ripe- 
neaa ef iHan, and in th* cotiRniit; ef 
iltuO wiih wluch th*f are irTMihl nu 1 
all thii, of COKi*^ in addilim lo Iheir 
imaainaliv* aiialiuca. I'hii ia well leen • 

falnad (lh> ftirn sf poem of aU Mhert ia 
•rhkh, *h*n ii i* eampleid the hFfkal 
and diamatk aidcB ef an are meal CMelf 

piclDwaqv* turnupdrnAi, and the crow- 



to the expected bat ftiU startling end, 
the cflect of wfakh, as aUmmt always in 
Mr. Roesetti's poems, 'w not injured by a 
word loo moch. As widely diiSerent as 
it may be in character of execution to 
this, there is the same dramatic ibroa 
amidst the magnificent verses of ** Eden 
Bower,** where the strangest and reasot- 
est of stil^ects is wonderfully re- 
alised by the strength and truth of its 
passion, thoi^ the actors in it add su- 
pernatural characteristics to the human 
qualities that make it a fit sofayect for 
poetry. 

The - Last Confession,'* whose sub- 
ject connects itself somewhat with these 
two last, is the poem in the book whose 
form is the least characteristic of Mr. 
Rnssetti^s work, the most like what is 
expected of a poet with strong dramatic 
tendencies: it is, however, most com- 
irfete and satisfiictoij, and the character 
of the man is admirably imagined and 
developed, so as both to make tlie catas- 
trophe^ likely, and to prevent it from 
beooming unpoetical, and just merely 
allocking: a character, elevated and 
tender and sensitive, but brooding, and 
made narrow both^ natiwally and by the 
force of the continual tra^redy or op- 
pression surrounding his life: wrought 
upon by the necessary but unreasonable 
sense of wronj^ that his unretumed love 
brings him, till despair and madness, 
but never hate, comes from it. Well 
befitting such a dviracter, but also indi- 
cating the ineritable mystical tendency 
of the author, as small as the indication 
mav be, is the omen of the broken toy 
If Love that sheds the first blood, and 
that other ivpicaJ inddeat of the altars 
of the two Msdonnas. 

In speaking of a book where the poems 
are so singularly equal in merit as this, 
it has been scarcely possible to do more 
than namie the most important, and 
several even must remain unnamed : but 
it b something^ of a satisfaction to finish 
with mentioning the "Song of the 
Bower,** so full of passion and melody, 
and more Uke a song to be sung than 
any modem piece 1 know. To coodude, 
I think tlwse lyrics, with all their other 
merit*, the most complete of their time : 
no difficulty b avoided m them, no sob- 
iect b treated vaguely, languidly, or 
heartlessly; as there is no commonplace 
or second-hand thought left in them to 
be atoned for by beauty of executioa, so 



no thov^ht b allowed to oversliadorfr 
that beauty of art wliich compeb a real 
Doet to took in verw, and not in prose. 
Nor do I know what Ivrics of any tins* 
are to be called great if we are to deny 
that title to these. 

Fr»m tJU Pma MAUi GnaeUt, 

Here b a volume of poetry upon 
which to congratulate the public and 
the author : one of those volumes, com 
ing so seldom and so welcome to tho 
cultivated reader, that are found at a 
first gbnce to promise the delight of a 
new poetical experience. l*here b no 
mistaking the savor of a book of strong 
and new poetry of a really high kind 
no confounding it with the milder efflu- 
ence that greets us from a hundred cur- 
rent books of poetrv, in various dsju f tca 
praiseworthy, or nopefol, or accom* 
plisbed ; and we may say at once that 
it b the former and rarer savor that b 
assuredly in the present case to be die- 



Frtm tkt Athtiutmm, 

To the public in general this volume 
will announce a new poet. To a small 
but influential circle of thinkers its pub- 
lication will be only the formal evidence 
of powers and accomplishments long 

since recognized We sh.ill have 

written to little purpose if there be any 
poem in the volume to which our read- 
ers will not eagerly resort.** 

/VvMt UU F^rtiuglUly Review, 

There are no poems of the dass in 
English — I doubt if there be any even 
in Daate*s Italian — so rich at once and 
pure. Their golden affluence of imaces 
and jewel-colored words never once dis- 
guises the firm outline, the justice and 
chastity of form. No lukedness could 
be more luinnonious, more consummate 
in its fleshly sculpture, than the imperial 
array and ornament of thb august poetry. 
• . . . There Itu been no vrork of the 
same pitch attempted since Dante sealed 
up hb youth in tne sacred leaves of the 
** Vita Nuova : ** and thb poem of hb 
name<hild and translator is a more va- 
rious and mature work of kindred genius 
and spirit. 

llie whole work LJeony] b worthy to 
fill its place for ever aa one of the most 
perfect and me m orable poems of an age 
or feneratioa. It deals with deq^ and 



InincBS with the pwMiiC nonf 
■•d «itk all iiNie : «riili ilut m-liicli n nf 
tlK imtam wm€mm m mid that which 
has a tmtmatjpt Inr all Miuh of men. 
Iliart ia jvt tha aune life-blood and 
bfeaih ef pneiic mIervM hi^ this e^aode 
nd a l.<4id'«i Mrvet and tmli:itic. an in the 
amp n( ** Trny 'I'umn,** ami lite mmj; t4 
** bdm Ikmrr : *' |«t«t a* much and no 
)•« monr. *l1ir«e tint vrni;* are lite 
nM»irr-|Nerr9 t4 hit. Kw«ctti*a mapiifi- 
cenl lync Caculiy. 



In all fthe Poems] the same qualitiet 
are ap|x*rent. lliey nave in high meaa- 
vre each hixhest gift of which Ijmc poetry 
ia capabla. Pasaioii, tmaf{inatKm, ciea- 
live pimrer, tenderness, and inihos are 
all aprnreni, and are, accompanied by 
e«qni»iic sense of mrlodjr, iiiiexampled 
beauty iif form, splemlid col«»r, ana, if 
«T may use audi a term, by absoluta 
iragrjiica. 
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sfieci/y ihe earlier worJ^^ as nothing is included which the 
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POEMS. 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

Thb blessed damozel leaned out 
From the gold bar of Heaven ; 

Her eyes were deeper than the depth 
Of waters stilled at even ; 

She had three lilies in her handy 
And tlie stars in her hair were seven* 



Her robe, ungirt from clasp to hem. 
No wrought flowers did adorn. 

But a white rose of Mary's gift, 
For service meetly worn ; 

Her hair that lay along her back 

Was yellow like ripe com. 

Herseemed she scarce had been a day 
One of God's choristers ; 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

The wonder was nbt'yet qiAb^ gone 
From tliat still look of hers ; 

Albeit, to tlicm she left, her day 
Had counted as ten years. 

(To one, it is ten years of years. 

• • • Yet now, and in this place, 
Surely she leaned o*er me — her hair 

Fell all about my face. • • • 
Notliing : the autumn fall of leaves. 

The whole year sets apace.) 

It was tlie rampart of God*s house 

That she was standing on ; 
By God built over the sheer depth 

The which is space begun ; 
So high, that looking downward thence 

She scarce could see the sun. 

It lies in Heaven, across the flood 

Of etlier, as a bridge. 
Beneath, the tides of day and night 

With flame' and darkness ridge 
The void, as low as where this earth 

Spins like a fretful midge. 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

Heard hardly, some of her new friends 

Amid their loving games 
Spake evermore among themselves 

Their vii^inal chaste names ; 
And the souls mounting up to God 

Went by her like thin flames. 

And still she bowed herself and stooped 

Out of the circling charm ; 
Until her bosom must have made 

The bar she leaned on warm, 
And the lilies lay as if asleep 

Along her bended arm. 

From the fixed \Aacq of Heaven she saw 

Time like a pulse shake fierce 
Through all the worlds. Her gaze still strove 

Within tlie gulf to pierce 
Its path ; and now she spoke as when 

The stars sang in tlieir spheres. 

Tlie sun was gone now ; the curled moon 

Was like a little feather 
Fluttering far down the gulf; and now 

She spoke through the still weather. 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

Her voice was like the voice die stars 
Had when tliey sang togetlien 

(Ah sweet I Even now, in that bird's song. 

Strove not her accents there. 
Fain to be hearkened? When those bells 

Possessed tlie mid-day air, 
Strove not her steps to reach my side 

Down all the echoing stair?) 

* I wish that he were come to me. 

For he will come/ she said. 

* Have I not prayed in Heaven? — on earth. 

Lord, Lord, has he not pray'd ? 
Are not two prayers a perfect strength? 
And shall I feel afraid? 

' When round his head the aureole clings. 

And he is clothed in white, 
ni take his hand and go with him 

To the deep wells of .light ; 
We will step down as to a stream. 

And bathe tlicre in God's sight. 

* We two will stand beside that shrinoy 

Occult, withheld, untrod. 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

Whose lamps arc stirred continually 
With prayer sent up to God ; 

And see our old prayers, granted, melt 
Each like a Uttle cloud. 

* We two will lie i' the shadow of 

That living mystic tree 
Within whose secret growth the Dove 

Is sometimes felt to be, 
Wliilc every leaf (fiat His plumes touch 

Saith His Name audibly, 

* And I myself will teach to him, 

I myself, lying so, 
The songs I sing here ; which his voice 

Shall pause in, hushed and slow. 
And find some knowledge at each pause, 

Or some new thing to know.' 

(Alas I We t\vo, we two, thou say'st I 

Yea, one wast thou with me 
That once of old. But shall God lift 

To endless unity 
The soul whose likeness with thy soul 

Was but its love for thee ?) 
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THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

* Wc two/ she said, • will seek the groves 

Where tlic lady ^faty is. 
With her five handmaidens, whose names 

Are live sweet symphonies, 
Cecily, Gertrude, Mag^dalcn, 

Margaret and Rosalys. 

* Circlewise sit they, with bound locks 

And foreheads garlanded ; 
Into the fine cloth white like flame 

Weaving the golden thread. 
To fashion the birth-robes for them 

Wlio are just born, being dead. 

* He shall fear, haply, and be dumb : 

Then will I lay my check 
To his, and tell about our love, 

Not once abashcil or weak : 
And tlie dear Mother will approve 

Jsly pride, and let me speak. 

' Herself shall bring us, hand in hand, 
To Him round whom all souls 

Kneel, tlic clear-ranged unnumbered heads 
Bowed with their aureoles : 



THE BLESSED DAMOZEL. 

And angels meeting us shall sing 
To their citherns and citoles. 

* There will I ask of Christ the Lord 
Thus much for him and me : — 

Only to live as once on earth 
With Love, only to be, 

As then awhile, for ever now 
Together, I and he.' 

She gazed and listened and tlien saidf 
Less sad of speech than mild, — 

' All this is when he comes/ She ceased. 
The light thrilled towards her, fdl'd 

With angels in strong level llight. 
Her eyes prayed, and she smiTd. 

(I saw her smile.) But soon their path 
Was vague in distant spheres : 

And then she cast her arms along 
The golden barriers, 

And laid her face between her hands. 
And wept. (I heard her tears.) 



LOVE'S NOCTURN. 

Master of the rourniuring courts 
Where tlic shapes of sleep convene 1 -^ 

Lo 1 my spirit here exhorts 
All the powers of thy demesne 
For their aid to woo my queen. 

What reports 
Yield thy jealous courts unseen ? 

Vaporous, unaccountiible, 

Dreamland lies forlorn of lightf 

Hollow like a breathing shell. 
Ah 1 that from all dreams I might 
Qioose one dream and guide its flight 1 

I know well 
What her sleep should tell to-night. 



LOVETS NOCTl/J^N. 

There the dreams arc multitudes : 

Some whose buoyance waits not sleep. 
Deep within the August woods ; 

Some that hum while rest may steep 

Weary labor laid a-heap ; 
Interludes, 

Some, of grievous moods that weep. 

Poets' fancies all are there : 

There the clf-girls ilood witli wings 
Valleys full of plaintive air; 

There breathe perfumes ; there in rings 

Whirl the foam-bcwildercd springs ; 
Siren there 

Winds her dizzy hair and sings. 



Thence the one dream .mutually 

Dreamed in bridal unison, 
Less than waking ecstasy ; 

Half-formed visions that make moan 

In the house of biith alone ; 
And what we 

At deatli's wicket see, unknown. 



lo LOVE'S NOCTURN. 

But for mine own sleep, it lies 
In one gracious form's control. 

Fair with honorable eyes, 
Lamps of v^xx auspicious soul : 
O tlicir glance is loftiest dole, 

Sweet and wise, 
Wherein Love descries his goal. 



Rc(l of her, my dreams are all 
Clammy trance that fears the sky t 

Changing footpaths shift and fall ; 
From polluted coverts nigh, 
Miserable phantoms sigh ; 
Qiiakes the pall. 
And tlie funeral goes by. 

Master, is it soothly said 

That, as echoes of man's speech 
Far in secret clefts are made. 

So do all men's bodies reach 

Shadows o'er thy sunken beach, «- 
Shape or shade 

In those luills portrayed of each? 



LOVE'S NOCTURN. 

Suddenly her face is there : 

So do moiintin^^ vapors >vreathe 
Subtle-scented trans|>orts where 

The black lir-wooil sets its teeth. 

Part tlie boughs and look beneath, — 
Lilies share 

Secret waters there, and breatlie. * 

Master, bid niv shadow bend 

Whispering thus till birth of light, 

Lest new shapes that sleep may send 
Scatter all its work to flight ; — 
Master, master of tiie night, 

Bid it s])end 
Speech, song, prayer, and end aright. 
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Yet, ah me ! if at her head 
There another phantom lean 

Murmuring o'er the fragrant bed, — 
Ah I and if my spirit's queen 
Smile those alien words between, — 

Ah I poor shade 1 
Shall it strive, or fade unseen? 



14 LOVETS NOCTURN. 

How should lovc*8 own messenger 

Strive with love and be love*s foe? 
Mastcri nay I If thus, in her. 

Sleep a wedded heart should show, •* 

Silent let mine image go, 
Its old share 

Of thy sunken air to know. 

Like a vapor wan and mute, 

Like a flame, so let it pass ; 
One low sigh across her lute, 

One dull breath against her glass ; 

And to my sad soul, alas 1 
One salute 

Cold as when death's foot shall pass. . 

Then, too, let all hopes of mine. 

All vain hopes by night and day. 
Slowly at tliy summoning sign 

Rise up pallid and obey. 

Dreams, if this is thus, were they s — 
Be they thine, 

And to dreamland pine away. 



i 
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LOyrS NOCTURN. 

Yet from old time, life, not death. 

Master, in thy rule is rife : 
Lo I through tlice, witli mingling breath, 

Adam woke beside his wife. 

O Love bring me so, for strife, 
Force and faith. 

Bring me so not dcatli but life 1 
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Yea, to Love himself is pour'd 
This frail song of hope and fear. 

TIiou art Love, of one accord 
With kind Sleep to bring her near, 
Still-eyed, deep-eyed, ah how dear I 

Master, Lord, 
In her name implor'd, O hear 1 
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TROY TOWN. 

Hkavkxborx IIki.kx, Spnrta's queen, 

(O 7/vv 7 oxen!) 
Had two breasts of heavenly sheen, 
The sun and moon of the heart's ilcsirc t 
All Love's lordship lay between. 

(O 7n»vV ifozi*fi^ 
TitU Troys ofi Jire I ) 



Helen knelt at Venus* shrine^ 

(O Troy Tozcm!) 

Sayings • A little pi't is niinev 

A little gitl for a heart's desire. 

Hear me speak and make nic a sign I 

( O Troys doivfiy 
Tall Troys on Jirc!) 
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TKOV TO JVM 

• 

• Look, I bring thcc a can'cn cup ; 

( O Troy Town I ) 
Sec it here as I hold it up, — 
Shaped it is to the heart's desire, 
Fit to (ill when the gods would sup. 

( O Troys down^ 
Tall Troys on Jire 1 ) 

* It was moulded like \wy breast ; 

((? Troy Town!) 
He that sees it may not rest. 
Rest at all for his heart's desire. 
O give ear to my heart's behest 1 

( O Troys ifo'vn^ 
Tall Troys on Jire I ) 
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• See my breast, how like it is ; 

(O Troy Toxcnl) 

Sec it bare for the air to kiss I 

Is the cup to thy heart's desire? 

O for the breast, O make it his I 

( O Troys doxvpi^ 
Tall Troys on Jtre I ) 



i8 TROY TOWN. 

* Yea, foe my bosom here I sue ; 

(O Troy Townl) 
Thou must give it where 'tis clue, 
Give it there to the heart's desire. 
Whom do I give my bosom to? 

( O Troys dawn J 
Tall Troys on Jire I ) 

* Each twin breast is an apple sweet 1 

{O Troy Town I) 
Once an apple stirred the beat 
Of thy heart with the heart's desire : — 
Say, who brought it then to thy feet? 

{O Troys dawn^ 
Tall Troys on Jire ! ) 

*They that claimed it then were three i 

{O Troy Town!) 
For thy sake two hearts did he 
3irlake forlorn of the heart's desire* 
Do for him as he did for thee I 

{O Troys down^ 
Tall Troys on Jlret) 



TROy TOWN. 

<Mine are apples grown to the ftoutli, 

(O Troy Town!) 
Grown to Inslc in tlic clays of drouth, 
Tiulc an J wnslc to the lic.-irt'a desire : 
Mine are apples meet for his mouth I ' 
(O Troy's down, 
Tall Troys on Jirei ) 



I 
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Venus looked on Helen's gift, 

(O Troy Town I') 
Looked mid smiled with subtle drift, 
Snw the work of licr heart's dusirc : — 
* There thou knccl'st for Love to lift 1 ' 
(0 Troys down, 
Tall Troys on fire I) 



Venus looked in Helen's face, 
(O Troy Town I) 

Knew far of!' an hour mid place, 

And fire lit from ttic heart's desire ; 

Laughed and said, ' Thy gift hnUi grm 
( O Troys down. 
Tali Troys OH f ml) 
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TROY TOWN. 

Cupid looked on Helen's breast, 

(O Troy Town!) 
Saw the heart within its nest, 
Saw tlie flame of the heart's desire, -^ 
Marked his arrow's burning crest 

(O Tro/s dawn^ 
Tall Tro/s on fre I ) 

Cupid took another dart, 

{O Troy Townl) 

Fledged it for another heart. 

Winged tlie shaft with the heart's desire. 

Drew the string and said, ' Depart 1 ' 

{O Trofs down^ 
Tall Tro/s on fre I ) 

Paris turned upon his bed, 

{O Troy Town!) 

Turned upon his bed and said. 

Dead at heart with Mic heart's desire, -^ 

* O to clasp her golden head I ' 

(O Tro/s down^ 
Tall Troys on fre I) 
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THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

In our Museum galleries 
To-day I lingered o'er the prize 
Dead Greece vouchsafes to living cycSf 
Her Art for ever in fresh wise 

From hour to hour rejoicing mc. 
Sighing I turned at last to win 
Once more the London dirt and din ; 
And as I made the swingnloor spin 
And issued, they were hoisting In 

A winired beast from Nineveh. 



A human face the creature wore. 
And hoofs behind and hoofs before. 
And flanks with dark runes fretted o'er. 
'Twas bull, 'twas mitred Minotuir, 
A dead disbo welled mystery ; 



8a THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

The mummy of a buried faith 
Stark from the charncl without scathe^ 
Its wiii^ stooil for the light to bathe,-— 
Such fossil cerements as might swathe 
The veiy corpse of Nineveh. 

Tlie print of its first rush-wrapping. 
Wound ere it dried, still ribbed the thing. 
What song did the brown maidens sing, 
From purple mouths alternating, 

When that was woven languidly? 
What vows, what rites, what prayers preferred, 
^Vhat songs has the strange image heard? 
In what blind vigil stood interr*d 
For ages, till an English w*)rd 
Broke silence first at Nineveh ? 

Oh when upon each sculptured court, 
Where even the wind might not resort,— 
O'er which Time passed, of like imix>rt 
With the wild Arab boys at sport, — 

A living face looked in to see : — 
Oh seemed it not — the spell once broke — 
As though the carven warriors woke, 
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THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. aj 

ft 

As though the shaft the string forsook, 
The cymbals clashed, the chariots shook. 
And there was life in Nineveh ? 

On London stones our sun anew 
The beast's recovered shadow threw. 
(No shade that plague of darkness knew. 
No light, no shade, while older grew 

By ages tlie old eartli and sea.) 
Lo thou ! could all thy priests have shown 
Such proof to make thy godhead known ? 
From their dead Past thou liv'st alone ; 
And still thy shadow is thine own 

Even as of yore in Nineveh. 

That day whereof we keep record, 
When near thy city-gates the Lord 
Sheltered his Jonah with a gourd, 
This sun, (I said) here present, pour'd 
Even thus this shadow that I see. 



i This shadow has been shed the same 

From sun and moon, — from lamj^s which came 
r For prayer, — from fifteen days of flame, 

I The last, while smouldered to a name 

; Sardanapalus' Nineveh. ^ 

i 

■ 
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24 THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

Within thy shadow, haply, once 
Sennacherib has knelt, whose sons 
Smote him between the altar*stones : 
Or pale Semiramis her zones 

Of gold, her incense brought to thee* 
In love for grace, in war for aid : • • • • 
Ay, and who else? • • • • till 'ncatli thy shade 
Witliin his trenches newly made 
Last year the Christian knelt and pray*d -^ 

Not to tliy strength — in Nineveh.* 

Now, thou poor god, within this hall 
Wliere the blank v/indows blind the wall 
From pedcstil to pedestal, 
Tlic kind of light shall on thee fall 

Which London takes the day to be : 
While school-foundations in the act 
Of holiday, tliree files compact. 
Shall learn to view thee as a fact 
Connected with tliat zealous tract : 

* Rome, — Babylon and Nineveh** 

^ During the excsvationt, the Tijrarl workmen held their 
services In the ihadow of the great bulls. {Lmynr4^» « Nimt^ 
mk; ch. is.) 
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THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

Deemed they of this, those worshippers, 
When, in some mytliic chain of verse 
Which man shall not again rehearse. 
The faces of thy ministers 

Yearned pale with bitter ecstasy? 
Greece, Eg}'pt, Rome, — did any god 
Before whose feet men knelt unshod 
Deem that in this unblest abode 
Another scarce more unknown god 

Should house with him, from Nineveh? 

Ah ! in what quarries lay the stone 
From which this pygmy pile has grown^ 
Unto man's need how long unknown. 
Since thy vast temples, court and cone. 

Rose far in desert history? 
Ah ! what is here tiiat does not lie 
All strange to thine awakened eye? 
Ah I what is here can testily 
(Save that dumb presence of the sky) 

Unto thy day and Nineveh ? 
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Why, of those mummies in the room 
Above, there might indeed have come 
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a6 THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

One out of Egypt to thy home. 
An alien. Nay, but were not some 

Of these thine own * antiquity '? 
And now, — tliey and their gods and thou 
All relics here together, — now 
Whose profit? whether bull or cow, 
Isis or Ibis, who or how, 

Whether of Thebes or Nineveh? 

The consecrated metals found. 
And ivory tablets, underground. 
Winged teraphim and creatures crown'd 
When air and daylight filled the mound. 

Fell into dust immediately. 
And even as these, the images 
Of awe and worship, -^ even as these,—- 
So, smitten with the sun's increase, 
* Her glory mouldered and did cease 

From immemorial Nineveh. • 

The day her builders made their halt, 
Those cities of the lake of salt 
Stood firmly 'stablishcd without fault, . 
Made proud with pillars of basalt. 
With sardonyx and porphyry. 



THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. a; 

Tho day that Jonah bore abroad 
To Niiicvch the voice of God, 
A brackish lake lay in his road, 
Where erst Pride fixed her sure abode, 
As then hi royal Nineveh. 

Tiie day when he. Pride's lord and Man's, 
Sliowed all the kingdoms at a glance 
To Him before whose countenance 
The years recede, the years advance. 

And said, Fall down and worship me : — . 
'Mid all the pomp beneath that look. 
Then stirred there, haply, some rebuke, 
Where to the wind the salt pools shook, 
And in those tracts, of life forsook, 

That knew thee not, O Nineveh I 

Delicate harlot ! On thy throne 
Thou with a world beneath thee prone 
In state for ages sat'st alone ; 
And needs were years and lustres flown 

Ere strength of man could vanquish thee : 
Whom even thy victor foes must bring,' 
Still royal, among maids that sing ^ 



38 THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

As with cloves* voices, laboring 
Upon their breasts, unto the King, — 
A kingly conquest, Nineveh I 

• • • Here woke my tliought. The wind's slow sway 
Had waxed ; and like the human play 
Of scorn that smiling spreads away. 
The sunshine shivered oil* the day : 

The callous wind, it seemed to me, 
Swept up the shadow from the ground : 
And pale as whom the Fates astound, « 

The god forlorn stood win;;cd and crown*d : 
Witliin I knew the cry lay bound 

Of the dumb soul of Nineveh. 

And as I turned, my sense half shut 
Still saw the crowds of kerb and rut 
Go past as marshalled to the stmt 
Of ranks in gypsum quaintly cut. 

It seemed in one same pageantry 
They followed forms which had been erst \ 
To pass, till on my sight should burst 
That future of the best or worst 
When some may question which was (irst. 

Of London or of Nineveh. 



THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 

For as that DuU-goil oiicc iliil stand 
Antl watched the burial-clouds of tandf 
Till these at last witliout a hand 
Rose o'er his eyes, another land, 

And blinded him with destiny : — 
So may he stand again ; till now, 
In ships of unknown sail and prow. 
Some tribe of the Australian plough 
Bear him afar, — a relic now 

Of London, not of Nineveh I 

Or it may chance indeed that when 
Man's age is hoar}' among men, — 
His centuries threescore and ten, — 
His furthest childhood shall seem then 

More clear than later times may be : 
Who, finding in this desert place 
This form, shall hold us for some race 
That walked not in Christ's lowly ways. 
But bowed its pride and vowed its praise 

Unto the god of Nineveh 
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The smile rose first, — anon drew nigh 

The thought : • • • Those heavy wings spread high 



THE BURDEN OF NINEVEH. 



So sure of flight, which do not fly ; 
That 8ct gaze never on the sky ; 

Those scriptured flanks it cannot see ; 
Its crown, a brow-contracting load ; 
Its planted feet which trust tlie sod : 
(So grew the image as I trod :) 
O Nineveh, was tills tliy God,— 

Thine also, mighty Nineveh? 



• • • 
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EDEN BOWER. 

It was Lilith the wife of Adam : 

{Eden btrwer^s in Jiawer.) 
Not a drop of her blood was human, 
But she was made like a soft sweet woman. 

Lilitli stood on the skirts of Eden ; 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
She was the first that thence was driven ; 
With her was hell and with Eve was heaven. 

In the ear of the Snake said Lilith : — 

{Eden bower^s in Jiower.) 

* To the6 I come when the rest is over ; 
A snake was I when thou wast my lover. 

* I was the fairest snake in Eden : 

* 

{And O the bower and the hourl) 
By the earth's will, new form and feature 
Made me a wife for the earth's new creature. '^ 



s EDEN BOWER. 

' Take me thou as I come from Adam : 

{Eden iawer's in Jiower.) 
Once again shall my love sulxluc thee ; 
The past is past and I am come to thcc. 

* O but Adam was thrall to Lilith I 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
All the threads of my hair are golden, 
And there in a net his heart was holdcn. 

* O and Lilith was queen of Adam I 

{Eden bewer^s in flower^ 
All the day and the night together 
My breath could shake his soul like a featlier. 

* What great joys had Adam and Lilith I — 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
Sweet close rings of the serpent's twining, 
As heart in heart lay sighing and pining. 

* What bright babes had Lilith and Adam I— 

{Eden bower' s in Jlower.) 
Shapes that coiled in the woods and waters. 
Glittering sons and radiant daughters. 



EDEN BOWER. 33 

* O thou god| the Lord God of Eden I 

{And O the icwer and the kourl) 
Say, was tins fair Ixxly for no man, 
That of Adam's flesh thou mak'st him a woman? 

« 

* O thou Snake, tlie King-snake of Eden I 

{Eden bawef^s injiower.) 
Grod's strong will our necks are under, 
But thou and I may cleave it in sunder. 

* Help, sweet Snake, sweet lover of Lilith I 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
And let God learn how I loved and hated 
Man in the image of God created. 

* Help me once against Eve and Adam I 

{Eden borwcr^s in flower^ 
Help me once for tliis one endeavor, 
And then my love shall be tliine for ever I 

* Strong is God, the fell foe of Lilitli : 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
Nought in heaven or earth may aflright him ; 
But join thou witli me and we will smite him. ^ 

3 
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4 EDEN BOWER. 

* Strong is God, the great God of Eden : 

(Eden bawe/^s in flower^ 
Over all He made He hath power ; 
But lend me thou thy shape for an hour I 

* Lend thy shape for the love of Lihth I 

(And O the bower and the hourt) 
Look, my mouth and my check are ruddyi 
And tliou art cold, and (ire is my body. 

^ Lend thy shape for tlie hate of Adam I 

(Eden bawcf^s in flower.) 
That he may wail my joy that forsook him, 
And curse tlie day when the bride-sleep took him. {{, 

* Lend thy shape for the shame of Eden I 

(And O ihe btnver and the hour I) 
Is not the foe-God weak as the foeman 
When love grows hate in the heart of a woman? 

*Would'st thou know the heart's hope of Lilith? 

(Eden bowcf^s in flower.) . 

Then bring tliou close thine licad till it glisten 
Along my breastf and lip mc and listen. - »^ 

•I 



EDEN BOWER. 3$ 

* Am I sweet, O sweet Snake of EJcn ? 

(AHd O the b<nver and ike honrf) 
Then ope tliine ear to my warm moutli's cooing 
And learn wliat deed remains for our doing. 

* Tliou didst bear when God said to Adam : — 

{Eden b<nvei^s injiowcr.) 
** Of all this wealth I have made tliee warden ; 
Thou*rt free to eat of tlie trees of tlie garden : 

* ** Only of one tree cat not in Eden ; 

{And O the bower and the hourt) 
All save one I give to tliy freewill, — 
The Tree of the Knowledge of Good and Evil," 

* O my love, come nearer to Lilith I 

{Eden bower^s injlowcr.) 
In tliy sweet folds bind me and bend me, 
And let me feel the shape thou shalt lend me I 

* In tliy shape I'll go back to Eden ; 

{And O the bower and the honrl) 
In these coils that Tree will I grapple. 
And stretch this crowned head fortli by the apple. 
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S EDEN BOILER. 

* Lo, Eve bends to the breath of Lillth I 

(Edeu bawcf^s injiawer.) 
O how then shall my heart desire 
All lier blood as food to its lire I 

* LO| Eve bends to the words of Lilith I — 

(And O the bower and the hour!) 
••Nay, this Tree's fruit, — why shotdd ye hate it. 
Or Death be born the day that ye ate it? 

• ••Nay, but on that great day in Eden, 

(Eden boicef's injiawer.) 
By tlie help thai in this wise Tree is, 
God knows well yc shall be as He is." ' 

' Tlicn Eve sliall eat and give unto Adam ; 

(And O the hnver and the hour I) 
And then they both shall know they are naked. 
And tlieir hearts ache as my heart hath achM. 

• Aye, let them hiilc in the trees of Eden, 

(I£dcn ba-wer^s injiau*er.) 
As in tiie cool of the day in the garden 
God shall walk without pity or panlon. 
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* Hear, thou Eve, the man's heart in Adam I 

{And O the hcrwer and the hour I) 

Of his brave wortls hark to the bravest : — 
** Tliis tlie woman gave that thou gavest*** 

* Hear Eve speak, yea, list to her, Lilith I 

{^Edcn bo-wet's injiawcr.) 
Feast tliine heart with words tliat shall sate it— 
** This the serpent gave and I ate it.** 



*0 proud Eve, cling close to thine Adam, 

{And O the bower and the hour!) 
Driven forth as the beasts of his naming 
By the sword that for ever is flaming. 

* Know, thy path is known imto Lilith ! 

{^Edcn boivef's iajiower,) 
While the blithe birds sang at thy wedding, 
There her tears grew thorns for thy treading. 

* O my love, thou Love*snake of Eilcn I 

(And O the boiver and the hourt) 
O to-day and the day to come adcr I 
Loose me, love,— give breath to my laughter I - 
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* O bright Snnkc, the Death-worm of Adam I 

{Etien bower*s injioivcr.) 
Wreatlie thy neck with my liair*s bri<;ht tctheff 
And wear my gold and thy gold together 1 



*On that day on the skirts of Eden, 

(Apid O the bower and the Aourf) 
In thy shape shall I glide back to thee, 
And in my shajK for an instamt view thee. 

* But when thou'rt tiiou an<l Lililh is Lilith, 

(I£dcn bcwcr^s iti^ower,) 
In what bliss past hearing or seeing 
Shall each one drink of the other's being I 

•With cries of •* Eve I " and •• Etlen I " and '* Adam 1 •* 

{And O the bower and the hour I) 
How shall we mingle our love*s caresses, 
I in thy coils, and thou in my tresses I 



* With tliose names, ye echoes of Eden, 

(Eden bowei^s injiower.) 
Fire shall cry from my heart that burneth, ~- 
** Dust he is and to dust retumeth I " 
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* Yet to-day, tliou master of Lilith, — 

{^Aud O the iower and the hourly 
Wrap mc round in the form 1*11 borrow 
And let me tell Ihcc of sweet to-morrow. 

* In the planted garden eastwanl in Etlen, 

{Eden iower^s in Jlower,) 
Where the river goes forth to water the gardeni 
The springs shall dry and the soil shall harden. 

• 

* Yea, where the bride-sleep fell ii|x>n Adam, 

{And O the bou*er ami the hour!) 
None shall hear wiicn tiic storm-wind whistles 
Through roses choked among thorns and thistles* 

* Yea, beside the east-gate of Eden, 

{Eden bowet's in Jlowcr^ 
Where Go<l joined them and none might sever. 
The sword turns this way and that for ever. 

* What of Adam cast out of Eden ? 

{A9id O the bower and the hour I) 
Lo ! with care like a shadow shaken, 
He tills tlic hard eartli whence he was taken. ^ 
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* What of Eve too, cast out of Eden ? 

(Eden bower's in Jlower.) 
Uay^ but she, the bride of God*8 giving, 
Must yet be mother of all men living. 

* Lo, God's grace, by tlie grace of Lilith I 

{And O the dower and the konrl) 
To Eve's womb, from our sweet to-morrow, 
God shall greatly multiply sorrow. 

* Fold me fast, O God-snake of Eden I 

(Eden bower's in Jlower.) 
What more prize than love to ini|x:l thee? 
Grip and lip my limbs as I tell thee I 

* Lo I two babes for Eve and for Adam I 

(And O ike bower and the kourT) 
Lo I sweet Snake, the travail and treasure, -* 
Two men-children lK>m for tlieir pleasure I 

* The first is Cain and the second Abel : 

(Eden bower's in Jiower.) 
The soul of one shall be made thy brother, 
And thy tongue shall lap tlie blood of the otlier/ 

(And O the bower and the hourly 



AVE. 

Mother of the Fair Delight, 
Thou handmaid iKrfcct in God's sight* 
Now sitting fourth beside the Three, 
Thyself a wonian-Trinitj*, — 
Being a daugliter borne to Gody 
Mother of Christ from stall to rood. 
And wife unto the Holy Ghost :-^ 
Oh when our need is uttermost, 
Think that to such as death may strike 
Thou once wert sister sisterlike I 
Thou headstone of humanity, 
Groundstone of the great Mystery, 
Fashioned like us, yet more than we 1 



Mind'st thou not (when June's heavy breath 
Warmed tlic long days in Nazareth,) 



Aye. 

Tlinl cvc tlioii didst go forth to give 

Thy flowers sonic drink tliat tlicy might live 

One fnint night more ninid (lie Mnds? 

Far off the trees wrrc ns pnlc wnnds 

A^ninst the fcnld sky : the tea 

Sighed further off eternally 

As human sorrow sighs in sleep. 

Then suddenly the awe grew deep, 

As of a diiy to which all days 

Wcfc footsteps ill God*G secret ways : 

Until a foldhig sense, tike prayer, 

%Vhich is, ns God Is, cveryivherc. 

Gathered al>oiit thee ; and a voice 

Spake to tliec without any noise, 

Being of the silence; — ' Hail,' it said, 

' Thou tlint art highly favored | 

The Lord is with thcc here and now ; 

Blessed among all women thou.' 




Ah I kiicw'st thoti of the end, when first 
Tliat Babe was on thy bosom niirs'd?— 
Or when lie tottered round thy knee 
Did tliy great sorrow dawn on ihce? — 
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And through His boyhood, year by year 

Eating with Him the Passover, 

Didst thou discern confusedly 

That holier sacrament, when He, 

The bitter cup about to quafT, 

Should break the bread and eat tliereof? — 

Or came not yet the knowledge, even 

Till on some day forecast in Heaven 

His feet passed through thy door to press 

Uix)n His Father's business? — 

Or still was God's high secret kept? 

Nay, but I think the whisper crept 
Like growth through childhood. Work and play. 
Tilings common to the course of day, 
Awed thee with meanings unfulfiUM ; 
And all through girlhood, something stillM 
Thy senses like the birth of light, 
When thou hast trimmed thy lamp at night 
Or washed thy garments in the stream ; 
To whose white bed had come tlie dream 
That He was thine and thou wast His 
Who feeds among the field-lilies. 
O solemn shadow of the end 
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In that wise spirit long contained I 
O awful end ! and those unsaid 
Long years when It was Finishird I 

Mind*st thou not (when the twilight gone 
Left darkness in the house of John,) 
Between the naked window-bars 
That spacious vigil of the stars ? <— - 
For thou, a watcher even as they, 
Wouldst rise from where tliroughout the day 
Thou wroughtcst raiment for His poor ; 
And, finding the fixed terms endure 
Of day and night which never brought 
Sounds of I lis coming chariot, 
Wouldst lift through cloud- waste unexplored 
Those eyes which said, * How long, O Lord?' 
Then that disciple whom He loved, 
Well heeding, haply would be moved 
To ask thy blessing in His name ; 
And that one thought in both, the same 
Though silent, then would clasp ye round 
To weep together, — tears long bound, 
Sick tears of patience, dumb and slow. 
Yet| * Surely I come quickly,' — so 
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He said, from life and death gone home. 
Amen : even so, Lord Jesus, come I 

But oh I what human tongue can speak 
That day when dcatli was sent to break 
From the tir*d spirit, like a veil, 
Its covenant with Gabriel 
Endured at Icngtli unto tlie end? 
What human thought can apprehend 
That mysteiy of motherhood 
When thy Beloved at length rcnew*d 
The sweet communion severed, — 
His left hand underneath thine head 
And His right hand embracing thee?^- 
Lo I He was thine, and this is He 1 

Soul, is it Faith, or Love, or Hope, 
That lets me see her standing up 
Where the light of the Throne is bright? 
Unto the left, unto the right. 
The cherubim, arrayed, conjoint. 
Float inward to a golden point. 
And from between the seraphim 
The glory issues for a hymn. _ 
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O Mary Mother, be not loth 
To listen, ^- thou whom the stars clothe. 
Who seSst and mayst not be seen I 
Hear us at last, O Mary Queen I 
Into our shadow bend thy face, 
Bowing thee from the secret place, 
O Mary Virgin, full of grace I 



47 



« 
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* Who owns these lands?' die Pilgrim said. 

* Stranger, Queen Blanchelys.' 

* And who has thus harried tliem? ' he said. 

* It was Duke Luke did this : 

God's ban be his I ' 

The Pilgrim said : * Where is your house ? 
rU rest tliere, with your will.' 

* You've but to climb these blackened boughs 

And you'll see it over tlie hill, 
For it bums still/ 

* Which road, to seek your Queen?' said he* 

^ Nay, nay, but with some wound 
You'll fly back hither, it may be. 
And by your blood i' the ground 
My place be found.' 
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* Fricnd« stay in peace. God keep your hcad| 

And mine, where I will go ; 
For He is here and there/ he said. 

He passed tlie hill-sidei slow. 
And stood below. 

The Qtieen sat idle by her loom : 

She heard tlie arras stir, 
And looked up sadly : through tlie room 

The sweetness sickened her 
Of musk and myrrh. 

Her women, standing two and two. 

In silence combed the fleece. 
Tlie pilgrim said, * Peace be with you. 

Lady ; ' and bent his knees. 
Slic answered, * Peace.' 

Her eyes were like the wave witliin ; 

Like water-rceds the poise 
Of lier soft body, dainty thin ; 

And like tlie water's noiso 
Her plaintive voice. 
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For hinii the stream had never well'd 

In desert tracts malign 
So sweet ; nor had he ever felt 

So faint in the sunshine 
Of Palestine. 

Right so* he knew that he saw Mrcep 

Each night through eveiy dream 
The Qtieen's own face, confused in sleep 

With visages supreme 
Not known to him. 



* Lady/ he said, *your lands lie burnt 

And waste : to meet your foe 
All fear : this I have seen and learnt 

Say that it shall be so, 
And I will go.' 

She gazed at him. * Your cause is just. 

For I have heard the same : ' 
He said : * God's strength shall be my trust. 

Fall it to good or grame, 
'Tis in His name.* 
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THE STAFF AND SCRIP. 

* Sir, you arc thankcil. My cause is dead 
Why should you toil to break 

A gmvcy and full therein?* she said. 
He did not pause but spake i 
• For my vow's sake/ 



* Can such \-o\vs be, Sir — to God's ear* 
Not to God's will ? * * My vow 

Remains : God heard me there as here/ 
He said with reverent brow, 
* Both then and now.' 

They gazed tO{*ctlier, he and shCf 
The minute while he spoke ; 

And when he ceased, slie suddenly 
Looked round upon her folk 
As tliou};h she woke. 



* Fight, Sir,' she said : * my prayers in pain 

Shall be your fellowship.' 
He whispered one among her train, — 

• To-morrow bid her keep 
This staff and scrip.' 
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• 

She sent him a sharp sword, whose belt - 

About his boily tlicre 
As sweet as her own arms he felt. 

He kissed its blade, all bare. 
Instead of her. 

• 

She sent him a green banner wrought 

With one white lily stem. 
To bind his lance with when he fought. 

He writ upon the same 
And kissed her name. 



She sent him a white shield, whereon 
She bade that he should trace 

His will. He blent fair hues that shone. 
And in a golden space 
He kissed her face. 

Right so, the sunset skies unseal'd. 

Like lands he never knew. 
Beyond to-morrow*s battlc*ficld 

Lay open out of view 
To ride into. 
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Next day till dark the women pray'd : 

Nor any might know there 
How the fight went : tlie Qiieen has bade 

That there do come to her 
No messenger. 

Weak now to them the voice o* the priest 

As any trance affords ; 
And when each anthem failed and ccas'd. 

It seemed that the last chords 
Still sang the words. 

*Oh what is the light that shines so red? 

rris long since the sun set ; ' 
Qiioth the youngest to the eldest maid : 

* rTwas dim but now, and yet 
The light is great' 

Quoth the other : « Tis our sight is daxed 

That we see flame i' tlie air.' 
But tlie Qtiecn held her brows and gazed, 

And said, * It is the glare 
Of torches there.' 



■ ma I III 



«■ 



dh 



TJ/E STAFF AND SCRIP. 



53 



* Oh what arc the sounds that rise and spread? 

All day it was so still ; ' 
Quotli tlie youngest to the eldest maid : 

* Unto tlie furthest hill 
The air they fill.' 

Quotli the otlicr : * 'Tis our sense is blurred 

With all the chants gone by/ 
But the Queen held her breatli and heardy • 

And said, * It is the cry 
Of Victory/ 

The first of all the rout was sound. 

The next were dust and flame, 
And then the horses shook the ground : 

And in tlie tliick of them 
A still band came. 



* Oh what do ye bring out of tlie fight, 

Thus hid beneath these boughs?' 

* One that shall be thy guest to-night. 

And yet shall not carouse, 
Qiieen, in thy house/ 
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* Uncover yc his face/ she said. 

* O changed in little space I ' 
She criedf * O pale that was so red I 

O God, O God of grace I 
Cover his face/ 



His sword was broken in his hand 
Where he had kissed the blade. 

* O sod steel that could not witlistand I 

O my hard heart unstayed, 
That prayed and prayed 1 ' 

His bloodied banner crossed his mouth 
Where he had kissed her name. 

* O east, and west, and north, and south. 

Fair flew my web, for shame, 
To guide Death's aim I ' 

The tints were shredded from his shield 
Where he had kissed her face. 

« Oh, of all gifls that I could yield. 
Death only keeps its place, 
^fy gift And grace I ' 
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Then stepped a damsel to her sidei 
And spoke, and needs must weep : 

*For his sake, lady, if he diedf 

He prayed of tliec to Iccep 

This staflT and scrip/ 

That night they hung above lier bed, 
Till morning wet with tears. 

Year after year above her head 
Her bed his token wears, 
Five years, ten years. 

That night the passion of her grief 
Shook them as there they hung. 

Each year the wind that shed the leaf 
Shook them and in its tongue 
A message flung. 
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And once she woke with a clear mind 

That letters writ to calm 
Her soul lay in the scrip ; to find 

Only a torpid balm 
And dust of palm. 
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Tliey shook far oflT witli palace sport 
When joust and dance were rife ; 

And tlie hunt shook them from the court ; 
For hers, in peace or strifcv 
Was a Queen's life. 

A Qiieen*s death now : as now they shake 

To gusts in chapel dim, — 
Hung where she sleeps, not seen to wake, 

(C'ir\'ed lovely white and slim), 
With them by him. 

Stand up to-day, still armed, with her. 
Good knight, before His brow 
Wlio then as now was here and therei 
Who had in mind thy vow 
Then even as now. 

The lists are set in Heaven to-day, 

The bright pavilions shine ; 
Fair hangs thy shield, and none gainsay ; 

Tlie trum|Kts sound in sign 
That she is tliine. 
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Not tidied with days* and yean* decease 
He pays tliy wage He owedf 

But with imperishable peace 
Here in His own abode. 
Thy jealous God* 
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A LAST CONFESSION. 



{JtegHo Lombardo^Vencto^ 1S48.) 



Our Lombard coiintry-girU along^ the const 
Wear dag^rs in their garters ; for they know 
That they might hate another girl to death 
Or meet a German lover. Such a knife 
I bought her, with a hilt of horn and pearl. 

Father, you cannot know of all my thoughts 
Tliat day in going to meet her, -^ that last day 
For the last time, she said ; — of all the love 
And all the hopeless hope that she might change 
And go back with me. Ah I and evei^'where. 
At places we both knew along the road, 
Some fresh shape of herself as once she was 
Grew present at my side ; until it seemed *- 
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So close they gathered roipd mc — they would all 

Be with me when I reached the spot at last. 

To plead my cause with her against herself 

So changed. O Father, if you knew all this 

You cannot know, then you would know too, Fathei 

And only then, if God can pardon me« 

What can be told I'll tell, if you will hear. 

I passed a village-fair upon my road. 
And thought, being empty*handed, I would take 
Some little present : such might prove, I said, 
Either a pledge between us, or (God help me I) 
A parting gift. And there it was I bought 
The knife I spoke of, such as women wear. 



That day, some three hours afler\vards, I found 
For certain, it must be a parting gid. 
And, standing silent now at last, I looked 
Into her scornful face ; and heard the sea 
Still tr)'ing hard to din into my ears 
Some speech it knew which still might change her heart 
If only it could make me understand. 
One moment thus. Another, and her face 
Seemed further off than tlic last line of sea, 
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So diat I thought, if now. she were to speak 
I could not hear hen Then again I knew 
All, at we stood together on the sand 
At Iglio, in the first thin shade o* the hills« 

* Take it/ I said, and held it out to her. 
While the hilt glanced within my trembling hold ; 
* Take it and keep it for my sake,* I said. 
Her neck unbent not, neither did her eyes 
Move, nor her foot left beating of tlic sand ; 
Only she put it by froni her and laughed. 

Father, you hear my speech and not her laugh ; 
But God heard that. Will God remember all ? 

It was another laugh than the sweet sound 
Which rose from her sweet childish heart, that day 
Eleven years before, when first I found her 
Alone upon the hill-side ; and her curls 
Shook down in the warm grass as she looked up 
Out of her curls in my eyes bent to hers. 
She might have served a painter to portray 
That heavenly child which in the latter days 
Shall walk between the Ikm and the lamb. 
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I had been for nights in hiding, worn and sit 

And hardly fed ; and so her words at first 

Seemed fitful like the tolking of the trees 

And voices in the air that knew my name. 

And I remember tliat I sat me down 

Upon the slope with her, and thought the world 

Must be all over or had never been. 

We seemed there so alone. And soon she told me 

Her parents both were gone away from hen 

I tliought perhaps she meant that they had died ; 

But when I asked her tliis, she looked again 

Into my face, and said tliat ycstercve 

They kissed her long, and wept and made her weep, 

And gave her all tlic bread tliey had with them, 

And tlicn had gone togetlier up the hill 

Where we were sitting now, and had walked on 

Into the g^at red light ; * and so,' she said, 

* I have come up here too ; and when this evening 

They step out of the light as they stepped in, 

I shall be here to kiss tliem/ And she laughed. 

Then I bctliought me suddenly of the famine ; 
And how the church-steps throughout all the town. 
When last I had been there a month ago, _, 
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Swarmed with starved folk ; and how the bread was 

weighed 
By Austrians armed ; and women tliat I knew 
For wives and mothers walked the public street, 
Saying aloud tliat if their husbands feared 
To snatch the children's food, themselves would stay 
Till they had earned it there. So then this child 
Wm piteous to me ; for all told me then 
Her parents must have led her to God's chance, 
To man's or to the Church's charity. 
Because of the great famine, rather than 
To watch her growing thin between tlieir knees. 
With that, God took my mother's voice and spoke. 
And sights and sounds came back and tilings long 

since. 
And all my childhood found me on the hills ; 
And so I took her with me. 

I was ^'oung. 
Scarce man tlien. Father ; but the cause which gave 
The wounds I die of now had brought me tlien 
Some wounds already ; and I lived alone. 
As any hiding hunted man must live. 
It was no easy thing to keep a child 
In safety ; for herself it was not safe, 
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And doubled my own danger ; but I knew 
That God would help me. 

Yet a litde while 
Pardon me, Father, if I paute. I think 
I have been speaking to you of some matters 
There was no need to s|Kak of, have I not? 
You do not know liow clearly those tilings stood 
Within my mind, which I have spoken of, 
Nor how tlicy strove for utterance. Life all past 
Is like the sky when the sun sets in it, 
Clearest where furlhest olT. 

I told you how 
She scorned my parting gift and laughed. And yet 
A woman's laugh's another thing sometimes : 
I think tlicy laugh in Heaven. I know last night 
I dreamed I saw into tlie garden of God, 
Where women walked whose painted images 
I have seen with candles round them in the church. 
They bent this way and tliat, one to another, 
Playing : and over the long golden hair 
Of each tliere floated like a ring of (ire [she rose 

Which when she stooped stooped with her, and when 
Rose with her. Then a breeze flew in among them, 
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As if a window had been opened in heaven 
For God to give his blessing from, before 
Tliis world of ours sliould set ; (for in my dream 
I thought our world was setting, and the sun 
Flared, a spent Uiper ;) and beneath that gust 
The rings of light quivered like forest-leaves. 
Tlien all the blessed maidens wlio were tliero 
Stood up together, as it were a voice 
Tluit called tliem ; and they threw their tresses back, 
And smote their palms, and all laughed up at once. 
For the strong heavenly joy they had in them 
To hear God bless the world. Wherewith I woke t 
And looking round, I saw as usual 
, That slie was standing there with her long locks 
Pressed to her sitle ; and her laugh ended theirs. 

For alwa^'s when I see her now, she laughs. 
And yet her childish laughter hailnts me too, 
The life of this dead terror ; as in days 
When she, a child, dwelt witli me. I must tell 
Something of those days yet before the end. 

I brought her from the city— one such day 
When she was still a merry, loving child, — 
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The earliest gift I mind my giving her ; 

A little image of a flying Love 
^ Made of our colored glass-ware, in his hands 
\ A dart of gilded metd and a torqh. 
I And him she kissed and me, and fain would know 
I Why were his poor eyes blindfold, why the wings 
^ And why the arrow. What I knew I told 
\ Of Venus and of Cupid, — strange old talcs. 
\ And when she heard that he could rule the lovcb 
^ Of men and women, still she shook her head 
^ And wondered ; and, * Nay, nay,' she nuirmured still, 

' So strong, and lie a younger cliild than I ! ' 
i And then slie*d have me fix him on the wall 
[ Fronting her little bed ; and then again 
* She needs must Cw him there herself, because 
; I gave him to her and she loved him so, 
I And he should make her love me better yet, 
! If women loved the more, the more they grew. 

But the fit place upon the wall was high 
> For her, and so I held her in mv arms : 
« And each time that the heavy pruning-hook 

I gave her for a hammer slipped away 
\ As it would often, still she laughed and laughed 
\ And kissed and kissed me. But amid her mirth, 
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Just as she hung the image on the nail, 
It slipixnl and all its fragments strewed the ground : 
And as it fell she screamed, for in her hand 
TIk thirt had entered deeply and drawn blood. 
And so her laughter turned to tears : and ^ Oh I * 
I said, the while I hancUigcd the small hand, — 
* That I should be the first to make you bleed, 
Who love and love and love you I ' — kissing still 
The lingers till I got her safe to bed. 
And still she sobbed, — ^ not for the pain at all,* 
Shu said, * but for the Love, the poor goo<l Love 
You gave me.* So she cried herself to sleep. 

Another later thing comes back to me. 
rrwas in those hardest foulest days of all, 
When still from his shut palace, sittii>g clean 
AlH>ve tlie splash of hlooil, old Mcttcrnich 
(May his soul die, and never-dying worms 
Feast on its pain for ever I) used to thin 
His year's doomed hundreds daintily, each month 
Thirties and fifties. This time, as I think. 
Was when his thri(\ forbade the ]KX>r to Uike 
That evil brackish salt which the dry rocks 
Keep all through winter when the sea draws in. 



^r The first I heard of it was a chance shot 
/ In the street here and there, and on the stones 



'^ A stumbling clatter as of horse hemmed round. 

^ Then, when she saw me hurry out of doors, 

>} My gun slung at my shoulder and my knife 

^ Stuck in my girdle, she smoothed down my hair 

I And laughed to see me look so brave, and leaped 

^ Up to my neck and kissed me« Slie was still 

I A child ; and yet that kiss was on my lips 

J[- So hot all day where the smoke shut us in. 
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For now, bchig always with her, the first love 
I had — the father's, brother's love — was changed, 
I think, in somewise ; like a holy thought 
Which is a prayer before one knows of it. 
The first time I perceived this, I rcincniber. 
Was once when after hunting I came home 
Wear}', and she brought food and fruit for me. 
And sat down at my feet u]>on the fioor 
Leaning against my side. But when I felt 
Her sweet head reach from that low seat of hers 
So high as to be laid upon my heart, 
I turned and looked upon my darling there 
And marked for the first time how tall she was ; 
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And my heart bent with so much violence 

Uiulcr her clieek, I thought she could not choose 

Hut wonder nt it soon and ask me why ; 

And so I bade her rise and eat with me. 

And when, remembering all and counting back 

The time, I made out fourteen years for her 

And told her so, she gazed at me with eyes 

As of the sky and sea on a gray day, [mc 

And drew her long hands tlirough her hair, and asked 

If she was not a woman ; and then laughed : 

And as she stooped in huigliing, I could sec 

Ikncath the growing throat the breasts ludf globed 

Like folded lilies decpsct in the stream. 

Yes, let me think of her as then ; for so 
Her image. Father, is not like the sights 
Which come when you are gone. She had a moutli 
Made to bring death to life, — tlie underlip 
Suckeil in, as if it strove to kiss itself. 
Ilcr face was ever pale, as when one stoops 
Over wan water; and the dark cris|KHl hair 
And the hair's shadow made it paler still : — 
Dec|>-serried locks, the darkness of the cloud 
Where tlic moon's gaze is set in eihlying gloom. 
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:f Her body bore her neck as the tree's stem 
^ Bears the top branch ; and as the branch sustains 
^ The flower of the j-ear's pride, her high neck bore 
That face made wonderful with night and day. 
Her voice was swift, yet ever the last words 
Fell lingeringly ; and rounded finger-tips 
She had, that clung a little where they touched 
And then were gone o' tlic instant. Her great eyeSf 
That sometimes turned half dizzily bencatli 
The passionate lids, as faint, when she would speak. 
Had also in them hidden springs of mirth. 
Which under the dark lashes evermore 
Sliook to her laugh, as when a bird flics low 
Between the water and tlie willow-leaves. 
And tlie shade quivers till he wins the light. 



I was a moody comrade to her then. 
For all the love I bore her. Italy, 
The weeping desolate mother, long has claimed 
Her son's strong arms to lean on, and their hands 
To lop the poisonous thicket from her path, 
Cleaving her way to light. And from her need 
Had grown the fashion of my whole poor life _ 
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Which I was proud to yield her, as my father 

Had yielded his. And this had come to be 

A game to play, a love to clasp, a hate 

To wreak, all things together that a man 

Needs for his blood to ripen : till at times 

All else seemed shadows, and I wondered still 

To see such life pass muster and be deemed 

Time's Inxlily substance. In those hours, no doubtf 

To the young girl my eyes were like my soul, — 

Dark wells of death-in-life that yearned for day. 

And though she nded me always, I remember 

That once when I was thus and she still kept 

Leaping about the ])Iace and laughing, I 

Did almost chide her ; whereupon she knelt 

And putting her two hands into my breast 

Sang me a song. Arc tliese tears in my eyes? 

Tis long since I have wept for anything. 

I thought that song forgotten out of mind. 

And now, just as I spoke of it, it came 

All back. It is but a rude thing, ill rhymed. 

Such as a blind man chaunts and his dog hears 

Holding the platter, when tlie children run 

To merrier sport and leave him. Thus it goes : — 
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La belladonna* 
Piangendo disse : 
*C6nie tonfisse 
Le stelle in cielo I 
Quel fiato anelo 
Dello stanco sole, 
Qoanto m' aasonna I 
£ la luna, macchiata 
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* She wtpc, Meet ladj. 
And uid m «eci«os< 

The stars M steady? 
Why does the power 
Of the siin*s iiooii*hottr 
To sleep so move me? 
And the moon m heaven. 
Stained where slie passes 
As a worn-out glass is, — 
Wearily ilrivcn. 
Why walks she abore roe? 

' Stars, moon, and sun loo% 
Vm tired of either 
And all together 1 
Whom speak tliey onto 
Hut 1 sluiuld listen? 
For very stireiy* 
llioush my arms and shottldcvi 
Dazsle beholders, 
And my eye« glisten, 
An*s nothing purely I 
What are words said for 
At all about them. 
If he they are made fiir 
Can do without them?' 

She hughed, sweet lady. 
And said in laughing: 
* Hn hand dings half in 



Myoumahwadyl 
Oh! dnyovlowRM? 
OhlspeakoTpMsiM 
In no new feihi oa, 
No loud invcighiogs^ 
But the old sayings 
You onot said of mt* 

' You said : '* As summer, 
I'hruiiKli biHi);li« gruwn brittkb 
Comes back a little 
Ere fmsts benumb her, ^ 
So brin);*>t thtm to me 
All leaves and lk>wers. 
Though autumn** gloomy 
To^y in the bowers.*' 



*0\\) does he love mc^ 
When my vt»ice leaches 
The very speeches 
He then siH>ke of me? 
Alas I what ^vor 
Still miih me lingers? * 
(Hut she laughed as ray 
Glowed in her Angers 
With love*s old Uissea.) 
' Oh I what one (avor 
Remains to woo him, 
Whose whole poor savor 
Bdongs BOC to hira.* 
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Come ano specchio 
Logoro c vccchio, — 
Faccia aflannati, 
Gie cosa vuolc ? 

' Gi6 stcllc, luna, e sole, 
Ciascun m' annoja 
£ m' annojano insicme ; 
Non mc nc prcmc 
N6 ci prcndo gioja. 
£ veramcntc, 
Clic le spallc sicn franche 
£ Ic braccia bianche 
£ il scno caldo e tondo^ 
Non mi fa niente. 
Ch5 cosa al mondo 
Posso piu far di questi 
Sc non piacciono a tc, come dicesd ? 

La donna rise 

£ ri prose ridcndo : — 

' Qucsta mano che prendo 

£ dunque mia ? 

Tu m* ami dunque ? 

Dimmclo ancora, 

Non in modo qualunque, 

Ma Ic parole 

Iklle e precise 

Gie diccsti pria. 

' Siccome sucti 
La siate tahra 
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(Dicesti) uh qnalcke istamU 
TorHan imftansi iftvcm^^ 
C&si tu fmidC h sctrm^ 
' v^ Lt fbglii tnUe qnauU^ 

BcH ch* h arte ietussi 
Perpassmip /* antuHH^. 



.1 






t ' Eccolo il mio alunno 1 

-7 . lo debbo inscgnargli 

J Quei cari detti Utessi 

^ Ch' ei mi ditse una volU I 

^ Oini6 \ Che cosa dargli,' 

(Ma ridea piano piano 

Dei baci in sulla mano,) 

' Ch' ei non m' abbia da lungo tempo tolta ? ' 

\ 

That I should sing upon this bed I — with you 
To listen, and such words still Icfl to say I 
Yet was it I tliat sang? The voice seemed liersi 
J As on the very day she sang to mc ; 

When, having done, she took out of my hand 
Something that I had played with all the while 
And laid it down beyond my reach ; and so 
Turning my face round till it fronted hers. ^ 
< Weeping or laughing, which was best?' she said. 

m 

But these arc foolish tales. IIow should I show 
The heart tliat glowed then with lovc*s heat, each day 
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More and more brightly? — when for long years now 
The very flame that flew about the hearti 
And gave it flcry wings, has come to be 
The lapping blaze of hell's environment 
Whose tongues all bid the molten heart despair. 

Vet one more thing comes back on me to-night 
Which I may tell you : for it bore my soul 
Dread firstlings of the brood that rend it now. 
It chanced that in our last year's wanderings 
We dwelt at Monza, far away from homey 
If home we had : and in the Duomo there 
I sometimes entcrctl with her when she prayed. 
An image of Our Lady stsuuls thercy wrought 
In marble by some great Italian hand 
III the great days when she and Italy 
Sat on one throne together : and to her 
And to none else my loved one told her heart. 
She was a woman then ; and as she knelty — « 
Her sweet brow in the sweet brow's shadow there, — 
The}' seemed two kindred forms wliereby our land 
(Whose work still ser\'es the world for miracle) 
Made manifest herself in womanhooil. 
Father, the day I speak of was the first 
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For weeks that I had borne her company 

Into the Duomo ; and those weeks had been 

Miich troubled, for then first the glimpses came 

Of some impenetrable restlessness 

Growing in her to make her changed and cold. 

And as we entered there that day, I bent 

My eyes on the fair Image, and I said 

Within my heart, 'Oh turn her heart to mc !' 

And so I left her to her prayers, and went 

To gaze upon the pride of Monza's shrine, 

Where in the sacristy the light still falls 

Upon the Iron Crown of Italy, 

Ou whose crowned heads the day has closed, nor yet 

Tlic daybreak gilds another head to crown. 

But coming back, I wondered when I saw 

That the sweet Lady of her prayers now stood 

Alone without her ; until further oiV, 

Before some new ^ladonua gayly decked. 

Tinselled and gcwgawed, a slight German toy, 

I saw her kneel, still praying. At my step 

She rose, and side by side we led the church. 

I was much moved, and sharply questioned her 

Of her transferred devotion ; but she seemed 

Stubborn and heedless ; till she lightly laughed 
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And said : ' The old Madonna ? Aye indeed. 

She had my old thoughts, — this one lias my new/ 

Then silent to the soul I held my way : 

And from the fountains of the public place 

Unto the pigeon-haunted pinnacles, 

Bright wings and water winnowed the bright air ; 

And stiteiy with her laugh's subsiding smile 

She went, with clear-swa^-ed waist and towering neck 

And hands held light before her ; and the face 

Which long had made a day in my life's night 

Was night in day to me ; as all men's eyes 

Turned on her beauty, and she seemed to tread 

Deyond my heart to the world made for her. 

Ah there I my wounds will snatch my sense again : 
The pain comes billowing on like a full cloud 
Of thunder, and tlie flash that breaks from it 
Leaves my brain burning. That's tlie wound he gavei 
The Austrian whose white coat I still made match 
With his white face, only the two were red 
As suits his trade. The devil makes them wear 
White for a livery, that the blooil may show 
Braver that brings them to him. So he looks 
Sheer o*er the field and knows his own at once* 



IfaSH 



i fe ^* i' 



><i«Bi^ 



-fa^-^-r-r^ 



A LAST CONFESSION. 



71 



Give mc a draught of water in that cup ; 
My voice feels thick ; jx^rliaps you do not hear ; 
But you tnust hear. If you mistake my words 
And so absolve me, I am sure the blessing 
Will bum my soul. If you mistake my words 
And so absolve mci Father, the great sin 
Is yours, not mine : mark this : your soul shall bum 
With mine for it. I have seen pictures where 
Souls bumed with Latin shriekings in their moutlis : 
Shall my end be as theirs? Nay, but I know 
' Tis you shall shriek in Latin. Some bell rings, 
Rings through my brain : it strikes the hour in hell. 



You sec I cannot, Father ; I have trieJ, 
But cannot, as you see. These twenty times 
Beginning, I have come to the same point 
And stopped. Beyond, there are but broken wordb 
Which will not let you understand my tale. 
It is that then we have her with us here, 
As when she wrung her hair out in my dream 
To-night, till all the darkness reeked of it. 
Her hair is alw.iys wet, for she has kept 
Its tresses wrapped about her side for years ; 
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And when she wrung them round over the floori 
I heard the blood bet>veen her fingers hiss ; 
So that I sat up in my bed and screamed 
Once and again ; and once to once, she laughed. 
Look that you turn not now, — she's at your back : 
Gather your rope up, Father, and keep close. 
Or she'll sit down on it and send you mad. 



At Iglio in the first thin shade o' the hills 
The sand is black and red. The black was black 
When what was spilt that day sank into it, 
And the red scarcely darkened. There I stood 
This night with her, and saw the sand the same. 



What would you have me tell you ? Father, father, 
(low shall I make you know ? You have not known 
The dreadful soul of woman, who one day 
Forgets the old and takes the new to heart, 
For;;ets what man remembers, and therewitli 
Forgets the man. Nor can I clearly tell 
How the change happened between her and me. 
Iler eyes looked on me from an emptied heart 
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WHicn most my heart was full of her ; and still 

III every corner of m}*sclf I sought 

To (ind what service failed her ; and no less 

Than in the good time past, there all was hers. 

What do you love? Your IIea\-en ? Conceive it spread 

For one first year of all eternity 

All round you witli all joyn and gif^s of God ; 

And then when most your soul is blent with it 

And all yields song together, «- tlien it stands 

O* the sudden like a pool that once gave back 

Voiir image, but now drowns it and is clear 

A;;;aiii, — or like a sun bewitched, that bums 

Your shadow from you, and still shines in sight. 

How could you bear it? Would you not cry out, 

Among those eyes grown blind to you, those ears 

That hear no more your voice you hear the same, — 

* God ! what is led but hell for company. 

But hell, hell, hell?' — until the name so breathed 

Whirled with hot wind and sucked you down in fire? 

Even so I stood the day her empty heart 

Left her place empty in our home, while yet 

1 knew not why she went nor where she went 

Nor how to reach her : so I stootl the day 

When to my prayers at last one sight of her 
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Was granted, and I looked on heaven made pale 
With sconiy and heard heaven mock me in that laugh. 

O sweet, long sweet I Was that some ghost of jrou 
Even as your ghost that haunts me now, — twin shapes 
Of fear and hatred ? May I find you yet 
Mine when dcatli wakes? Ah I be it even in flame« 
We may have sweetness yet, if you but say 
As once in childisli sorrow : * Not my pain. 
My pain was nothing : oh your poor poor lovei 
Your broken love I ' 

My Father, have I not 
Yet told you the last things of that last day 
On which I went to meet her by the sea? 

God, O God ! but I must tell you all. 

Midway upon my journey, when I stopped 
To buy the dagger at the village fair, 

1 saw two cursed rats about the place 

I knew for spies — blood-sellers both. That day 
Was not yet over ; for three hours to come 
I prized my life : and so I looked around 
For safety. A poor painted mountebank 
Was playing tricks and shouting in a crowd. 
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I knew he must have heard my namei so I 

Pushed past and whispered to him who I was* 

And of my danger. Straight he hustled me 

Into his bootlif as it were in the tricki 

And brought me out next minute with my face 

All smeared in patches and a zany's gown ; 

And there I handed him his cups and balls 

And swung tlie sand-bags round to clear the ring 

For half an hour. The spies came once and looked ; 

And while they stopped, and made all sights and sounds 

Sharp to my startled senses, I remember 

A woman laughed above me. I looked up 

And saw where a brown-shouldered harlot leaned 

Half through a tnvcm window thick with vine. 

Some man had come behind her in the room 

And caught her by her arms, and she had turned 

With that coarse empty laugh on him, as now 

lie munched her neck with kisses, while the vine 

Crawled in her back. 

And three hours afterwardSf 
When she that I had nm all risks to meet 
Laughed as I told you, my life burned to death 
Within me, for I thought it like tlie laugh 
Heard at the fair. She had not left me long ; 

6 
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But all she might have changed to, or might change to, 
(I know not since — she never speaks a word — ) 
Seemed in tliat laugh. Have I not told you yet. 
Not told you all tliis time what happenedy Fatlieri 
When I had oflcrcd her tlie little knifcy 
And bade her keep it for my sake tliat loved hery 
And she had laughed? Have I not told you yet? 

* Take it/ I said to her the second time, 
' Take it and keep it.* And then came a (ire 
That hunit my hand ; and then the (ire was bloodf 
And sea and sky were blood and (irci and all 
The day was one red blindness ; till it seemed 
Within the whirling brain's entanglement 
That she or I or all things bled to death. 
And then I found her lying at my feet 
And knew tliat I had stabbed her, and saw still 
The look she gave me when she took the knife 
Deep in her heart, even as I bade her tlien. 
And felli and her stifl* bodice scooped the sand 
Into her bosom. 

And she keeps it, see, • 
Do you not see she keeps it? — there, beneath 
Wet fingers and wet tresses, in her heart. 
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For look yoiif when she stirs her handy it shows 
The little hilt of horn and pearl, «- even such 
A dagger as our women of the coast 
Twist in their garters. 

Father, I have done : 
And from her side now she imwinds the tliick 
Dark hair ; all round her side it is wet tliroughf 
But like the sand at Iglio does not cliangc. 
Now you may see the dagger clearly. Father, 
I have told all : tell me at once what hope 
Can reach mc still. For now she draws it out 
Slowly, and only smiles as yet: look, Father, 
She scarcely smiles : but I shall hear her laugh 
Soon, when she shows the crimson blade to Qod. 
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' Yea» thou thalt learn how salt hit food who fares 

Upon another's bread, — how steep his path 
Who treadcth up and down another's stairs.' 

(D/v. Com, Parad* xvii.) 
' Behold, even I, even I am Beatrice.' 

(J>iv* Com. Pmrg* xxx.) 

Op Florence and of Beatrice 
Servant and singer from of old, 
O'icr Dante's heart in youth had toird 

The knell that gave his Lady peace ; 
And now in manhood flew the dart 
Wherewith his City pierced his heart. 

Yet if his Lady's home above 

Was Heaven, on earth she filled his soul ; 

And if his City held control 
To cast the body forth to rove, 

The soul could soar from earth's vain throng, 

And Heaven and Hell fulfil the song. 
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Follow his feet's appointed way ; — 

But little light we find that clears 

The darkness of the exiled years. 
Follow his spirit's journey : — nay, 

What fires are blent, what winds are blown 

On paths his feet may tread alone? 

Yet of the twofold life he led 

In chainless thought and fettered will 
Some glimpses reach us, — - somewliat still 

Of the steep sUiirs and bitter bread, — 
Of tlie soul's quest whose stem avow 
For years had made him haggard now. 

Alas I the Sacred Song whereto 

Both heaven and earth had set their hand 

Not only at Fame's gate did stand 
Knocking to claim the passage through, 

But toiled to ope that heavier door 

Which Florence shut for evermore. 

Shall not his birth's baptismal Town 
One last high presage yet fulfil, 
And at tliat font in Florence still 
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His forehead take the laurel-crown ? 
O God ! or shall dead souls deny 
The undying soul its prophecy? 

AyCf *tis their hour. Not yet forgot 
The bitter words he spoke that day 
When for some great charge far away 

Her rulers his acceptance sought 
* And if I go, who stays?* — so rose 
His scorn : — * And if I stay, who goes?' 

* Lo I thou art gone now, and we stay : ' 
(The curled lips mutter) : * and no star 
Is from thy mortal path so far 

As streets where childhood knew the way. 
To Heaven and Hell thy feet may win, 
Dut tliine own house they come not in.' 

Tliercfore, the loAier rose the song 
To touch tlic secret things of God, 
Tlic deeper pierced the hate that trod 

On base men's track who wrought the wrong , 
Till tlie souKs cflluencc came to be 
Its own exceeding agony. 
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Arriving only to depart, 

From court to court, from Land to landf 

Like flame within the naked hand 
His bo<1y bore his burning heart 

That still on Florence strove to bring 

God's (ire for a burnt oflcring. 

Even such was Dante's mood, when now, 

Mocked for long years with Fortune's sport. 

He dwelt at yet another court. 
There where Verona's knee did bow 

And her voice hailed with all acclaim 

Can Grande della Scala's name. 

As that lord's kingly guest awhile 
His life we follow ; through the days 
Which walked in exile's barren ways, — 

The nights whicli still beneath one smile 

Heard through alt* spheres one song increase, 
* Even I, even I am Beatrice.' 
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At Can La Scala's court, no doubt, 
Due reverence did his steps attend ; 
The ushers on his path would bend 
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At ingoing as at going out ; 
The penmen waited on his call 
At council-board, the gitwrns in hall. 

And pages hushed their laughter downi 
And fs^y squires stilled the merry stiri 
When he passed up the dais-chamber 

With set brows lordlier than a frown ; 
And tire-maids hidden among these 
Drew close their loosened bodices. 

Perhaps the priests, (exact to span 
All God*s circiunfcrence,) if at whiles 
They found him wandering in their aisleSf 

Grudged ghostly greeting to tlie man 
By whom, though not of ghostly guild. 
With Heaven and Hell men^s hearts were iiird< 

And the court-poets (he, forsooth, 

A whole world's poet strayed to court !) * 
Had for his scorn their hate's retort. 

He*d meet tliem flushed with easy youtli. 
Hot on their errands. Like noon-flics 
They vexed him in the ears and eyes. 
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But at this court, peace still must wrench 
Her chaplct from tlic teeth of war i 
By day they held high watch afiir, 

At night tliey cried across the trendi ; 
And still, in Dante's path, the fierce 
Gaunt soldiers wrangled o*er their spears* 

But vain seemed all the strength to himt 
As golden convoys sunk at sea 
Whose wealth might root ut penury : 

Because it was not, limb with limb, 

Knit like his heart-strings round tlic wall 
Of Florence, that ill pride might fall. 

Yet in the tiltyard, when the dust 

Cleared from the sundered press of knights 
Ere yet again it swoops and smites, 

He almost deemed his longing must 
Find force to wield that multitude 
And hurl that strength the way he would. 
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How should he move them, — fame and gain 
On all hands calling them at strife? 
He still might find but his one life 
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To give, by Florence counted vain ; 
One heart the false hearts made her doubt ; 
One voice slie beard once and cast out. 

Oh I if his Florence could but comet 

A lily-sceptrcd damsel fair. 

As her own Giotto painted her 
On many sliiclds and gates at homei — 

A lady crowned, at a so(l pace 

Riding tlie lists round to the dais : 

Till where Can Grande ndes the listSy 
As young as Truth, as calm as ForcCf 
She draws her rein now, while her horse 

Bows at the turn of tlie white wrists ; 
And when each knight witliin his stall 
Gives ear, she speaks and tells them all : 

All tlie foul tale, — truth sworn untrue 
And fal8ehood*s triumph. All tlie tale? 
Great God I and must she not pro'ail 

To (ire them ere they heanl it through, — 
And hand achieve ere heart could rest 
That high adventure of her quest ? 
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How would hit Florence lead them forth. 

Her bridle ringing as she went ; 

And at the last witliin her tent, 
'Neath golden lilies worship-worth. 

How queenly would she bend tlie while 

And thank tlie victors with her smile ! 

Also her lips should turn his way 

And murmur : * O thou tried and true, 
Witli whom I wept the long years through I 

What shall it profit if I say, 

Thee I remember? Nay, through thee 
All ngcs shall remember me.' 

Peace, Dante, peace I The task is long, 
The time wears short to compass it. 
Within thine heart such hoiies may flit 

And find a voice in deathless song : 
But lo ! as children of man's cnrth, 
Those hopes are dead before their birth. 

Fame tells us that Verona's court 
Was a fair place. The feet might still 
Wander for ever at their will — 
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In many ways of sweet resort ; 
And still in many a heart around 
The Poet's name due honor found. 

Watch >\'e his steps. He comes upon 
The women at tlieir palm-playing. 
The conduits round the gardens sing 

And meet in scoops of milk-white stone. 
Where wcnrictl damsels rest and hold 
Their hands in the wet spurt of gold. 

One of whom, knowing well that he, 
By some found stern, was mild with tiiemi 
Would nm and pluck his garment's hem, 

Saying, * Mcsser Dante, pardon me,' — 
Praying tliat tliey might hear tlie song 
Which first of all he made, when young. 

* Donne che avete ' ^ • . . Tlicrcunto 
Thus would he murmur, having first 
Drawn near the fountain, while slie nurs'd 



* * Donne che arete intelletto d' smorc : ' — the first can« 
sofie of the ' ViU Nuora.' 
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His band ngainst Iter side : a few 

Sweet words, and scarcely tliosc, half wid : 
Then turned, and changed, and bowed hii head. 

For then the voice said in his heart, 

' Even I, even I am Beatrice ; ' 

And his whole life would yearn to 
Till having reached his room, apart 

Beyond vast lengths of palace-floor, 

He drew tlie arms round his door. 

At such limes, Dante, tliou hiist set 

Thy forehead to the painted pane 

Full oft, I know ; nnd if the rain 
Smote it outside, her fingers met 

Thy brow; and if tiic snn fell there, 

Her brcatli \vas on thy face and hair. 

Then, weeping, I think certainly 

Thou Imst beheld, past sight of cyne,— 

Within another room of thine 
Where now thy body may not be 

But where in thought lliou still remaln'sl 

A window often wept against : 
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The window thou, a youth, hast sought, 
Fhished in the limpid eventime, 
Ending with daylight the day's rhyme 

or her ; where oftcnwhilcs her thought 
Held thee — the lamp untrimmcd to write -« 
In joy through tlie blue lapse of night 

At Can La Scala's court, no doubt. 
Guests seltlom wept. It was brave sportf 
No doubt, at Can La Scala's court, 

Within the palace and without ; 
Where music, set to madrigals, 
Loitered all day through groves and halls. 

Because Can Grande of his life 
Had not had six-and-twenty years 
As yet. And when the chroniclers 

Tell you of that Vicenxa strife 
And of strifes elsewhere, — - you must not 
Conceive for churclv-sooth he had got 

Just nothing in his wits but war: 

Though doubtless 't was the young manV joy 
(Grown with his growth from a mere boy,) 
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To mark hit * Viva Cane 1 ' acafe 
Hie foe's shut front, till it would red 
All blind with shaken points of stod* 



But there were places— hdd too sweet 
For eyes that had not the due Tcil 
Of lashes and clear lids — as well 

In fiivor as his saddk-eeat : 
Breath of low q>ecch he scorned not there 
Nor light cool fingers in his hair. 



Yet if the child whom tlic sire's plan 
Made free of a deep treasure-chest 
Scoflcd it with ill-conditioned jcsty- 

We may be sure too that the man 
Was not mere thews, nor all content 
With lewdness swathed in sentiment 



So you may read and mar\*el not 
That such a man as Dante — one 
WhOf while Can Grande's deeds were donei 

Had drawn his robe round him and thought— 
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Now at tlic same guctt-table far^d 
Where keen Ugticcio wiped his beard.^ 

Through leaves and trellis-work the sun 
Left the wine cool within the glass,— 
They feasting where no sun could pass : 

And when the women, all as one. 

Rose up with brightened cheeks to go, 
It was a comely tiling, we know. 

But Dante recked not of the wine ; 

Whether the women stayed or went, 

His visage held one stem intent : 
And when the music had its sig^ 

To breathe upon them for more ease, 

Sometimes he turned and bade it cease* 

And as he spared not to rebuke 

The mirth, so oft in council he 

To bitter truth bore testimony : 
And when the crafty balance shook 

Well poised to make the wrong prevail. 

Then Dante's hand would turn the scale. 

* Uguccione dells FsggiuoU, DAnte*t former protectory 
now hit lellow-guett at Verona. 
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■ 
And if 8omc envoy from afar 

Sailed to Verona's sovereign port 

For aid or peace, and all the court 

Fawned on its lord, * the Mars of war. 

Sole arbiter of life and deatli,' — 

Be sure that Dante saved his breath. 

And Can La Scala marked askance 
These things, accepting them for shame 
And scorn, till Dante's gucstship came 

To be a peevish suflcrancc : 

His host sought ways to make his days 
Hateful ; and such have many ways. 

There was a Jester, a foul lout 

Whom the court loved for graceless arts ; 

Sworn scholiast of the bestial parts 
Of speech ; a ribald mouth to shout 

In Folly's horny tympanum 

Such things as make the wise man dumb. 

Much loved, him Dante loathed. And so. 
One day when Dante felt pcrplcx'd 
If any day that could come next 

7 
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Were worth the waiting for or no. 
And mute he sat amitl their din, — 
Can Grande called tlic Jester in. 

Rank words, with such, arc wit's best wealth. 
Lords mouthed approval ; ladies kept 
Twittering with clustered heads, except 

Some few that took their trains by stealth 
And went. Can Grande shook his hair 
And smote his thighs and laughed i' the air. 

Then, facing on his guest, he cried, -^ 

* Say, Messer Dante, how it is 

I get out of a clown like this 
More than your wisdom can provide.' 

And Dante : * 'Tis man's ancient whim 

Tliat still his like seems good to him.' 

Also a tale is told, how once. 

At clearing tables aflcr meat, 

Piled for a Jest at Dante's feet 
%Vere foinul the ilinncr's well-picked bones ; 

So laid, to please the banquet's lord, 

Uy one who crouched beneath the board. 
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Then smiled Can Grande to the rest : — 

* Our Dante's tuneful motitli indeed 
Lacks not the gift on flcsli to feed ! ' 

* Fair liost of mine/ replied the guesti 

* So many bones you'd not desciy 
If so it clianced tlie dog were L' * 

But wlicrcfore should we turn the grout 

In a drained cup, or be at strife 

From tlie worn garment of a life 
To rip the twisted ravel out? 

Good needs expounding ; but of ill 

Each hath enough to guess his fill. 

They named him Jiisticcr-at-Law : 
Each montli to bear the tale in mind 
Of hues a wench might wear unfui'd 

And of the load an ox might draw ; 
To cavil in tlie weight of bread 
And to see purse-tliieves gibbeted. 



* ' Mcssert, voi uom vtdrtste tami *cssa $€ cant io/ossiJ* The 
point of the reproach it diflicuU to render, dcpendin[f at it does 
on the literal meaning of the name Cant* 
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This Dante writ in answer thuSf 

Words such as these : * That clearly they 
In Florence must not have to say, — 
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And when his spirit wove the spell 

(From under even to over-noon 

In converse with itself alone,) 
As high as Heaven, as low as Hell,— [ if 

He would be summoned and must go : 

For had not Gian stabbed Giacomo? 
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Therefore the bread he had to cat 

Seemed brackish, less like com than tares ; 

And the rush-strown accustomed stairs 
Each day were steeper to his feet ; 

And when tlie night-vigil was done, - T 

His brows would ache to feel the sun* 

Nevertlieless, when from his kin 

There came the tidings 1k>w at last 

In Florence a decree was pass'd 
Wliereby all banished folk might win I* 

Free pardon, so a fine were paid 

And act of public penance mode,— 
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The man abode aloof from us 
Nigh llftccn years, yet lastly skulk'd 
Hither to candleshri(t and mulct. 

*That he was one the Heavens forbid 
To traffic in God's justice sold 
By market-weight of earthly gold, 

Or to bow down over the lid 
Of steaming censers, and so be 
Made clean of manhood's obloquy. 

• That since no gate led, by God's will, 
To Florence, but the one whereat 
The priests and money-changers sat, 

He still would wander ; for that still, 
Even through the body's prison-bars. 
His soul possessed the sun and stars/ 
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Such were his words. It is indeed 
For ever well our singers should 
Utter good words and know them good 

Not through song only ; with close heed 
Lest, having s|x:nt for the work's sake 
Six days, the man be led to make. 
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Months o*cr Verona, till the featC 
Was come for Florence the Free Town t 
And at the shrine of Baptist John 

The exiles, girt witli many a priest 
And carrying candles as they wentt 
Were held to mercy of the saint 

On the high seats in sober state, — 
Gold neck-chains range o'er range below 
Gold screen-work where the lilies grow, - 

The Heads of tlie Republic sate. 
Marking the humbled face go by 
Each one of his house-enemy. 

And as each proscript rose and stood 
From kneeling in the ashen dust 
On the shrinc-stcps, some magnate thrust 

A beard into the velvet hood 
Of his front colleague's gown, to 
The cinders stuck in the bore knee* 

Tosinghi passed, Manelli passed, 
Rinucci passed, each in his place 
But not an Alighieri's face 
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Went by that day from first to last 
In the Republic's triumph ; nor 
A foot came home to Dante's doon 

(RsspUBLiCA — a public thing: 
A shameful shameless prostitute. 
Whose lust with one lord may not suitf 

So takes by turns its revelling 
A (light with each, till he at morri 
Is stripped and beaten forth forlorn, 

And leaves her, cursing her. If she, 
Indeed, have not some spice-draught, hid 
In scent under a silver lid. 

To drench his open throat with — he 
Once hard asleep ; and thrust him not 
At dawn beneath the boards to rot.) 
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Years filled out their twelve moons, and ceas^ 

One in anotlicr ; and alway 

There were tlie whole twelve hours each day 
And each night as the years increased ; 

And rising moon and setting sun 

Beheld that Dante's work was done. 
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Wliat of his work for Florence? Well 
It was, he knew, and well must be. 
Yet evermore her hate*s decree 

Dwelt in his thoiig;ht intolerable : — 
His body to l)c burned,* — his soul 
To beat its wings at hope's vain goal. 

Wliat of his work for Beatrice? 

Now well-nigh was the thinl song writ,-^ 

The stars a third time scaling it 
With sudden music of pure peace : 

For echoing thrice the threefold song, 

The unnumbered stiirs the tone prolong.f 

Each hour, as then the Vision passed, 

He heard the utter harmony 

Of the nine trembling spheres, till she 
Bowed her eyes towards him in tlie last, 

So that all ended with her eyes. 

Hell, Purgatory, Paradise. 

^ Such was the la»t sentence patted bjr Florence agalntl 
Dante, at a recalcitrant exile. 

t * E qiiindi uncimino a Hveder le iieUe* iNrBRMO. 

* Puro e diK|>OKto a talire alle iietle,* Puroatorio. 

* L*amor che muove il tole e Taltre UcUt* Paradiso. 
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* It i8 my tnist, as the years fall, 
To write more worthily of her 
Who now, being made God's minister. 

Looks on His visage and knows all/ 
Such was the hope that love did blend 
With griefs slow fires, to make an end 

Of the ' New Life,' his youth's dear book : 

Adding thereunto : ' In such tnist 

I labor, and believe I must 
Accomplish this which my soul took 

In charge, if God, my Lord and hers. 

Leave my life with me a few years.' 

The trust which he had borne in youth 

Was all at length accomplished. He 

At length had written worthily — 
Yea even of her ; no rhymes uncouth 

'Twixt tongue and tongue ; but by God's aid 

The first words Italy had said. 

All 1 haply now the heavenly guide 
Was not the last form seen by him : 
But there that Beatrice stood slim 

And bowed in passing at his side. 
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For whom in youth his heart made moan 
Then when the city sat alone.* 

Clearly herself; the same whom he 
Met, not past girlhood, in the street, 
Low-bosomed and with hidden feet ; 

And then as woman perfectly. 
In years that followed, many an once, — 
And now at last among the sims 

In that high vision. But indeed 

It may be mcmor)' did recall 

Last to him then tlie first of aU,-~ 
The child his boyhood bore in heed 

Nine years. At length tlie voice brought pcacci— 

* Even I, even I am Beatrice.* 

All this, being there, we had not seen. 
Seen only was the shadow wrought 
On the strong features bound in thought ; 

The vagueness gaining gait and mien ; 
The white streaks gathering clear to view 
In tlie burnt beard the women knew. 

* ' ^mcmodc udetMoia civtta$ I ' ^ the words quoted hy Diintfl 
fai the ' Viu Nuora ' when he tpeakt of the death of Beatrice. 
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For a talc tclb that on his track, 
As through Verona's streets he went, 
This saying certain women sent : ^ 

« Lo, he Uiat strolls to Hell and back 
At Willi Bcliold him, how Heirs reek 
Has crisped his beard and singed his cheek.* * 

* Whereat' (Boccaccio's words) *he smil'd 

For pride in fame/ It might be so t 

Nc\'crtlielcss we cannot know 
If haply he were not bcguird 

To bitterer mirth, who scarce could tell 

If he indeed were back from Hell. 

So the day came, after a space, 

When Dante felt assured that there 

The sunshine must lie sicklier 
Even than in any other place. 

Save only Florence. When that day 

Had come, he rose and went his way. 

He went and turned not From his shoes 
It may be that he shook the dust, 
As every righteous dealer must 
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Once and again ere life can close : 
And unaccomplished destiny 
Struck cold his forehead, it may be. 

No book keeps record how the Prince 
Sunned himself out of Dante's reach. 
Nor how the Jester stank in speech ; 

While courtiers, used to smile and wince. 
Poets and harlots, all the throng. 
Let loose tlieir scandal and their song. 

No book keeps record if tlie seat 

Which Dante held at his host's board 
Were sat in next by clerk or lord,— 

If leman lolled with dainty feet 
At ease, or hostage brooded there. 
Or priest lacked silence for his prayer. 

Eat and wash hands, Gm Grande ; — scarce 
We know tlicir deeds now : hands which fed 
Our Dante with that bitter bread ; 

And thou tlie watchnlog of tliose stairs 
Which, of all patlis his feet knew well, 
Were steeper found than Heaven or Hell. 
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••Vaifeuieeof Jennj'kcanl FItenherl Mrrtr mum Imti 

child i "— (JMtai. ^fMtfy.) 

Lazy, laughing, languid Jcnnji 
Fond of a kits and ibnd of a guinea. 
Whose head upon my knee lo-oight 

Rests for a while, as if groMm light 

With all our dances and the sound 

To which tlic wild tunes spun you round : 

Fair Jenny mine, the tlioughtless queen 

Of kisses which the blush between 

Could hardly make much daintier ; 

Whose eyes are as blue skies, whose hair 

Is countless gold incomparable : 

Fresh flower, scarce touched with signs that tell 

Of Love*s exuberant hotbed : — Nay, 

Poor flower left torn since yesterday 

Until to-morrow leave you bare ; 

Poor handful of bright sprihg*water 

Flung in the whirlpool's shrieking face ; 
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Poor shaincful Jenny, full of grace 
Thus with your head upon my knee ; — 
Whose person or whose purse may be 
The IbclcsLir of your reverie ? 

Tills room of yours, my Jenny, looks 
A change from mine so full oT books, 
Whose scrricil ranks hold fast, forsooth, 
So many captive hours of youth, — 
The hours they thieve from day and night 
To make one's cherished work come right, 
And leave it wrong for all their theft, 
Even as to-night my work was left: 
Until I vowed that since. my brain 
And eyes of dancing seemed so fain. 
My feet should have some dancing too :-— 
And thus it was I met with you. 
Well, I suppose 'twas hard to part. 
For here I am. And now, swectlicart, 
You seem too tired to get to bed. 

It was a careless life I led 
W*^hcn rooms like this were scarce so strange 
Not long ago. What breeds the changCi— 
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The many aims or the few }xar8? 
Because to-night it all appears 
Something I do not know again. 

The cloiurs not danced out of my brainy — 
The cloud that made it turn and swim 
While hour by hour the books grew dim* 
Why, Jenny, as I watch you there, — 
For all your wealth of loosened hair, 
Your silk ungirdled and unlac*d 
And warm sweets open to the waist. 
All golden in the lamplight's gleam,— 
You know not what a book you seem, 
Half-read by lightning in a dream 1 
How should you know, my Jenny? Nayi 
And I shoidd be ashamed to say : -~ 
Poor beauty, so well worth a kiss 1 
But while my thought runs on like this 
With wasteful whims more than enough| 
I wonder what you're thinking of. 



Ill 



If of myself you think at all. 
What is the thought ? — conjectural 
On sorry matters best unsolved ? — 
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Or inly is each grace revolved 
To fit me with a lure? — or (sad 
To think I) perhaps you*re mqrely glad 
That Fm not drunk or ruffianly 
And let you rest upon my knee. 

For sometimes, were the truth confess'df 
You're tliankful for a little rest,— 
Glad from the cnish to rest witliin, 
From the heart-sickness and the din 
Where envy's voice at virtue's pitch 
Mocks you because your gown is rich ; 
And from the pale girl's dumb rebuke. 
Whose iii-ciad grace and toiUwom look 
Proclaim the strength that keeps her weak 
And other nights than yours bespeak ; 
And from the wise unchildish elf, 
To schoolmate lesser tlian himself 
Pointing you out, what thing you are : -» 
Yes, from the daily jeer and jar, 
From shame and shame's outbraving too. 
Is rest not sometimes sweet to you ? — 
But most from the hatcfulness of man 
Who spares not to end what he began, 
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Wlioie adi im ill and hit veecli illy 

Who, having used ycNi at his willy 

Thrutti you aside, at when I dine ^ •*. t 

I serve the dishes and tfie wine. V« ' 

•i 

Well, handsome Jennj mine, ait up, 
Fve filled our glasses, let us sup, 
And do not let mo think of yon, 
Lest shame of yours suflice Ibr two. 
Wliat, sUU so tired? Well, well then, keep . 
Your head there, so you do not sleep ; 
But that tlic weariness may pass 
And leave you mcny, take this glass* 
Ah I lazy lily hand, more blcss*d 
If ne'er in rings it had been dress'd 
Nor ever by a glove concealed I 

Behold the lilies of tlie field, 
They toil not neither do they spin ; 
(So dotli tlie ancient text begin, — 
Not of such rest as one of these 
Can share.) Another rest and ease 
Along each summer-sated path 
From its new lord the garden hath, 

8 
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Than that whose spring in blessings ran 
Which praised the bounteous husbandman, 
Ere yet, in days of hankering breath, 
. The lilies sickened unto death. 

What, Jenny, are your lilies dead? 
Aye, and the snow-white leaves are spread 
Like winter on the garden-bed. 
But you had roses left in May, — 
They were not gone too. Jenny, nay. 
But must your roses die, and those 
Their puHled buds that should unclose? 
Even so ; the leaves are curled apart, 
Still red as from the broken heart. 
And here's the naked stem of thorns. 

Nay, nay, mere words. Here nothing warns 
As yet of winter. Sickness hero 
Or want alone could waken fear, — 
Nothing but passion wrings a tear. 
Except when there may rise unsought 
Haply at times a passing tliought 
Of the old days which seem to be 
Much older than any history 
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rhat it written in any book ; 
When she would lie in fields and look 
.) Along die gioand tfannigfa die blown graaa, 

And wonder wbeie die dtf was, 
} Far out of sight, whose broil and bale 
■?l They told her dien lor a child's tale. 

''^ « Jenny, yon know die city now. 

- .->. A child can tell die tnk theie, how 

Some diings which are not yet enndTd 

In market-lists arc bought and sold 

Even till the early Sunday light. 

When Saturday night is market-night 

Everywhere, be it dry or wet, 

And market-night in the Ilaymarket 

Our learned London children know, 

Poor Jenny, all your mirth and woe ; 

Have seen your lifted silken skirt 

Advertise dainties through the dirt ; 

Have seen your coach-wheels splash rebuke 

On virtue ; and have learned your look 

When, wealth and health slipped past, you stare 

Along the streets alone, and there. 

Round the long park, across the bridge, 



yENNY. 

The cold lampi at the pavement's edge 
Wind on logctlicr and apart, 
A fiery serpent for j'our heart 

Let the tliouglits pass, an empty cloud I 
Suppose I were to think aloud,— 
AVliat if to her all this were said? 
Why, as a %*o]umc seldom read 
Being opcnctl halfway shuts again, 
So might the pages of her brnin 
De parted at such wordn, and thence 
Close back \v^n the dusty sense. 
For is tliere htic or shn]x: dcfin'd 
In Jenny's desecrated ntind, 
Whcrv all contigious currents meet, 
A Letlie of the middle street? 
Nay, it reflects not any face, 
Nor sound is in lis sluggish pace, 
Hut as they coil those edtlios clot, 
And night and day remember not. 



Why, Jenny, you're asleep nt last I — 
Asleep, poor Jenny, hard and fast,— 
So )-oung and wait, and tired \ so Ciir, 
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Widi chin thus ncsUcd in jrour hair, 

Mouth quiet, c}*clids almost blue 

As if some sky of dreams shone through I 

Just as another woman sleeps I 
Enough to throw one's thoughts in heape 
Of doubt and liorror,— what to say 
Or think, — this awful secret sway, 
The pottcr^s power over die clay I 
Of tlic same lump (it has been said) 
For honor and dishonor made, 
Two sister vessels. Here is one. 

My cousin Nell is fond of fun, 
And fond of dress, and change, and praise, 
So mere a woman in her ways : 
And if her sweet eyes rich in youth 
Are like her lips that tefl tlie truth, 
My cousin Nell is fond of love. 
And she's the girl I'm proudest of. 
Wlio does not prize her, guard her well? 
The love of change, in cousin Nell, 
Shall find tlie best and hold it dear: 
The unconquercd mirth turn quieter 
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Not through her own, through others* woe x 

The conscious pride of beauty glow 

Beside anotlicr's pride in her. 

One little part of all they share. 

For Love himself shall ripen these 

In a kind soil to just increase 

Through years of fertilizing peace* 

Of the same lump (as it is said) 
For honor and dislionor modCi 
Two sister vessels. Here is one. 

It makes a goblin of the sun. 

So pure, — so faU'n I How dare to tliink 
Of the first common kindred link ? 
Yet, Jenny, till tlic world shall bum 
It seems that all tilings take their turn ; 
And who sliall say but this fair tree 
May need, in changes tliat may Ik, 
Your children's children's charity? 
Scorned then, no doubt, as you are scom'd ! 
Shall no man hold his pride forcwam'd 
Till in the end, the D.ny of D.iys, 
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At Judgment, one of his own nice, 
As frail and lost as yon, shall rise, — 
His daughter, with his mothei^s eyes? 

How Jenn/s clock ticks on the shelf I 
Might not the dial scorn itself 
That has such hours to register? 
Yet as to mc, even so to her 
Are golden sun and silver moon. 
In daily laigcsse of earth's boon, 
Counted for life-coins to one tunc* 
And if, as blindfold fates arc t08S*d, 
Through some one man this life be lost. 
Shall soul not somehow pay for soul? 

Fair shines the gilded aureole 
In which our highest painters place 
Some living woman's simple face. 
And the stilled features thus descried 
As Jenny's long throat droops asidci — 
The shadows where the cheeks are thin. 
And pure wide cur\'e from ear to chiui— 
With RafTacl's or Da Vinci's hand 
To show them to men's souls, might stand, 
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Whole ages long, the whole world through. 
For preachings of what God can do. 
What has man done here? How atone. 
Great God, for this which man has done ? 
And for the bo<ly and soul which by 
Man's pitiless doom must now comply 
With lifelong hell, what lullaby 
Of sweet foi^tful second birth 
Remains? All dark. No sign on earth 
What measure of God*s rest endows 
The many mansions of his house. 

If but a woman's heart might see 
Such erring heart unerringly 
For once I But tliat can never be. 

Like a rose shut in a book 
In which pure women may not look, 
For its base pages claim control 
To crush the flower within tlie soul ; 
Where tlirough each dead rosc*leaf that clings. 
Pale as transparent psyche-wings. 
To the vile text, arc traced such tilings 
As might make lady's check indeed 
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More than a living rose to read ; 
So nought save foolish foulness may 
Watch witli hard eyes the sure decay ; 
And so the life-blood of this rosci 
Puddled witli shameful knowledgCi flows 
Through leaves no chaste hand may unclose | 
Yet still it keeps such faded show 
Of when 'twas gathered long ago, 
That the cnished petils' lovely grain. 
The sweetness of the sanguine stain, • 
Seen of a woman's eyes, must make 
Her pitiful heart, so prone to achCf 
Love roses better for its sake : — 
Only that this can never be : — 
Even so unto her sex is she. 

Yet, Jenny, looking long at you, 
The woman almost fades from view. 
A cipher of man's changeless sum 
Of lust, past, present, and to come, 
Is left. A riddle that one shrinks 
To challenge from the scornful sphinx. 

Like a toad within a stone 
Seated while Time crumbles on ; 
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Which sits there since the earth was cursed 

For Man's transgression at the first ; 

Whichi living through all centurieSf 

Not once has seen the sun arise ; 

Whose lifey to its cold circle charmedi 

The earth's whole summers have not warmed ; 

Which always — whitherso the stone 

Be flung ^ — sits thcrci deaf, blindi alone ; — 

Aye, and shall not be driven out 

Till that which shuts him round about 

Break at the very Master's stroke, 

And the dust thereof vanish as smoke, 

And the seed of Man vanish as dust : — 

Even so within tliis world is Lust 

Come, come, what use in thoughts like this? 
Poor little Jenny, good to kiss, — 
You'd not believe by what strange roads 
, Thought travels, when your beauty goads 
A man to-night to think of toads I 
Jenny, wake up. • • • Why, there's the dawn I 

And there's an early waggon drawn 
To market, and some sheep that jog 
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Bleating before a barking dog ; 
And the old streets come peering through 
Anotlier night tliat London knew ; 
And all as ghostlike as the lamps. 

So on the wings of day decamps 
My last night's frolic. Glooms begin 
To shiver off as lights creep in 
Past the gauze curtains half drawn-to. 
And the lamp's doubled shade grows blue, — 
Your lamp, my Jenny, kept alight. 
Like a wise virgin's, all one night I 
And in the alcove coolly spread • 

Glimmers with dawn your empty bed ; 
And yonder your fair f;ice I see 
Reflected lying on my knee, 
Where teems with first foreshadowings 
Your pier-glass scrawled witli diamond rings* 

And now without, as if some word 
Had called upon them that they heard, 
The London sparrows far and nigh 
Clamor together suddenly ; 
And Jenny's c*ige*bird grown awake 
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Here in their song his part mutt takCf 
Because here too tlie day dotli break. 

And somehow in myself the dawn 
Among stirred clouds and veils withdrawn 
Strikes grayly on her. Let her sleep* 
But will it wake her if I heap 
These cushions thus beneath her head 
Where my knee was? No,— there's your bcd| 
My Jenny, while you dream. And there 
I lay among your golden hair 
Perhaps the subject of your dreams. 
These golden coins. 

For still one deeois 
That Jenny's flattering sleep confers 
New magic on the magic purse, — 
Grim web, how clogged with shrivelled flies I 
Between the threads fine fumes arise 
And shape their pictures in the brain. 
There roll no streets in glare and rain. 
Nor flagrant man*swine whets his tusk ; 
But delicately sighs in musk 
The homage of the dim boudoir; 
Or like a palpitating star 
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Thrilled into song^, the opera-night 
Brcatlics faint in the quick pulse of light ; 
Or at the carriage-window shine 
Rich wares for choice ; or, free to dine, 
Whirls through its hour of health (divine 
For her) the concourse of the Park. 

■ 

And though in the discounted dark 

Her functions tlicre and here are one. 

Beneath the lamps and in the sun 

There reigns at least the acknowledged belle 

Apparelled beyond parallel. 

Ah, Jenny, yes, we know your dreams. 

For even the Paphian Venus seems 
A goddess o'er the realms of love. 
When silver-shrined in shadowy grove : 
Aye, or let oflcrings nicely placed 
But hide Priapus to the waist, 
And whoso looks on him shall see 
An eligible deity. 

Wliy, Jenny, waking here alone 
May help you to remember one. 
Though all the memory's long outworn 
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Of many a double-pillowed morn. 
I tliink I see you when you wake. 
And rub your eyes for me, and shake 
My goldi in rising, from your hair, 
A Dana€ for a moment there. 

Jenny, my love rang true I for still 
Love at first sight is vague, until 
That tinkling makes him audible. 

And must I mock you to the last, 
Asham'cd of my own shamei — * aghast 
Because some thoughts not bom amiss 
Rose at a poor fair face like this? 

Well, of such thoughts so much I know s 
In my life, as in hers, they show, 
By a far gleam which I nuiy near, 
A dark path I can strive to dear. 

Only one kiss. Good*bye, my dear. 



w 
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This is her picture as she was: 
It seems a thing to wonder on* 

r 

As though mhie imngc in the glass 
Sliould tarry when myself am gone* 

I gaze until she seems to stir, -^ 

Until mine eyes almost aver 

That now, even now, the sweet lips part 
To hrcatlie the words of the sweet heart :- 

And yet the earth is over her. 



Alas ! even such the thin-drawn ray 

That makes the prison-depths more rude, — 

The drip of water night and day 
Giving a tongue to solitude. 

Yet tliis, of all love's perfect prize. 

Remains ; save what in mournful guise 
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Takes counsel with my soul alonei 
Save what is secret and unknown. 
Below the earth, above the skies. 



In painthig her I shrined her face 
'Mid mystic trees, where light falls in 

Hardly at all ; a covert place 
Where you might think to find a din 

Of doubtful talk, and a live flame 

Wandering, and many a shape whose name 
Not itself knowcth, and old dew, 
And your own footsteps meeting you, 

And all things going as they came. 

A deep dim wood ; and there she stands 
As in tliat wood that day : for so 

Was the still movement of her hands 
And such tlie pure line's gracious flow* 

And passing fair the type must seem. 

Unknown the presence and the dream, 
^is she : tliough of herself, alas I 
Less than her shadow on the grass 

Or than her image in the stream. 



THE PORTRAIT. lay 

That day we met there, I and she 

One with the otlier all alone ; 
And we were blitlie ; yet memory 

Saddens those hourSf as when the moon 
Looks upon daylight. And with her 
I stooped to drink the spring-watcri 

Athirst where other waters sprang; 

And where the echo is, she sang,— 
My soul another echo tliere. 

But when that hour my soul won strength 

For words whose silence wastes and kills, 
Dull raindrops smote us, and at length 

Thundered the heat within the hills. 
That eve I S}>oke those words again 
Beside the pelted window-pane ; 

And there she hearkened what I said. 

With undcr-glances that surveyed 
The empty pastures blind with rain. 

Next day tlie memories of these things, 

Like leaves through which a bird has flown. 

Still vibrated with Love's warm wings ; 
Till I must make them all my own 

9 
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And paint this picture. So, 'twixt ease 

Of talk and sweet long silences, 
She stood among tlie plants in bloom 
At windows of a summer room« 

To feign the shadow of tlie trees. 

And as I wrought, while all above 
And all around was fragrant air, 

In the sick burthen of my love 
It seemed each sun-thrilled blossom there 

Beat like a heart among the leaves. 

O heart that never beats nor heaveS| 
In that one darkness lying still. 
What now to thee my love's great will 

Or the fine web the sunshine weaves? 

For now doth daylight disavow 

Those days, — nought left to see or hear. 
Only in solemn whisj^ers now 

At night-time these tilings reach mine ear. 
When the leaf-shadows at a breath 
Shrink in the road, and all the heath. 

Forest and water, far and widei 

In limpid starlight glorifiedi 
Lie like tlie mystery of death. 



TUB fOKntdiT, 

Lnt olght at iMt I eoidd bwB dqpt, 
Aod yet ddqwd nf llo^ int dawn* 

StUl wwMkring. Tbeakwaclw^i 
For nmwarMl cmm* i^m 

Tbow gUdea wlieft a 

And as I stood tt 
AH ma with tr a wis l ay dw algb^ 
Upon tfao dmdata w|tt or %iit 

X aatnad loud tha viMMHiaiNoad anu 



Even so, when Heaven holds breath and hears 

The beating heart of Love's own breast, ^ 
Where round the secret of all splicres 

AU angels lay their wings to rest, — 
How shall my soul stand mpt and awed, 
When, by the new birth borne abroad 

Throughout the music of the suns, 

It enters in lier soul at once 
And knows the silence there for God I 



Here with her face doth memory sit 
Meanwhile, and wit the day's decline. 

Till other eyes shall look from it, 
Eyes of the spirit's Palestine, 
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Even than the old gaze tenderer : 
While hopes and aims long lost with her 
Stand round her image side by sidei 
Like tombs of pilgrims that have died 
About the Holy Sepulchre* 



113 



SISTER HELEN. 

^ Winr did you melt jrour waxen many 

Sitter Helen? 

To-day is the third since you began/ 

* The time was long, yet tlie time mni 

Little brother.' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

Three days ithday^ belweem Hell and Heaven /) 



* But if you have done ^'our work aright, 

Sister Helen, 
You'll let me play, for you said I might' 

* Be very still in your play to-night, 

Little brotlier.' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Third nighty to-night ^ between Hell and Heaven t) 
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* You said it must melt ere vcspcr-belli 

Sitter Helen ; 

If now it be molteni all is well/ 

*£ven to, — nay, peace I jrou cannot tell, 

Little brother/ 
( O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

O what is iAiSf beiween Hell and Heaven f) 

'Oh the waxen knave was plump to-day, 

Sister Helen ; 

How like dead folk he has dropped away I ' 

*Nay noW| of tlie dead what can you say. 

Little brother?' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

What of the dead^ between Hell and Heaven t) 



* See, seei the sunken pile of wood. 

Sister Helen, 

Shines through the thinned wax red as blood I ' 

*Nay now, when looked you yet on bloodi 

Little brother?' 
( O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

Hew pale she is^ between Hell and Heaven I) 



} 
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'4. 

ji • Now close your eyci, far fbej'ra tick and aofiBt 
'} Suter Holen, 

y And ni play without fbe galleiy door/ 

I «Aye, let roe reat,—ril lie outbc floor, 
t LitUe brother/ 

:- FFXo/ res/ io^ijrii^ iOwem NM m$td Ibrnfrnf) 



^ * Here high up in the bekony, 

■* ■ 

Sister Hcleni 

The moon files face to face with me/ 

. ^ AyCf look and say whatever you scC| 

Little brother/ 

( O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

What sight io-night^ behocen Hell and Heaven f^ 

* Outside it's merry in the wind's wake, ^ 

Sister Helen ; 
' In the shaken trees the chill stars shake/ 

* Hush| heard you a horse-tread as you spake, 

Little brother?' 
( O Mother y Mary Mother^ 
What sound tonight ^ between Hell and Heaven f^ 
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* I hear a bone-^readi and I seci 

Sister Heleni 
Three horsemen that ride terribly/ 
' Little brother, whence come the tliree. 

Little brother?' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Whence should ihey come^ heiweem Hdl and Heaven f) 

* They come by the hill-vei^ from Boyno Bar, 

Sister Helen, 
And one draws nigh, but two arc afar/ 

* Look, look, do you know them who they are, 

Little brother?' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Who should they he^ between Hell and Heaven f) 



« Oh, it's Keith of Eastholm rides so fast. 

Sister Helen, 
For I know the white mane on the blast' 
* The hour has come, has come at last, 

Little brotlier I ' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Her hour at last^ between Hell and Heaven !) 
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•He hM made a sign mod called Hallool 
^^ Sister Helen, 

'.,;, And he sayt that he would speak with yotu' 

* Oh tcU him I fear the frozen dew, 

Little brother/ 
( O Moikcr^ Mary Moikcr^ 
] Why lamgks she ihms^ ieiwcem Iletl mmd Ilempemf) 

m 

m 
% 

* The wind is loud, but I hear him cty. 

Sister Helen, 
That Keith of Ewern's like to die.' 

ft 

* And he and thou, and thou and I^ 

Little brother.' 
{O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
And they and we^ between Hell and Heaven !) 

* For three days now lie has lain abed, 

Sister Helen, 
And he prays in torment to be dead.' 

* The thing may chance, if he have prayed, 

Little brother I ' 
( O Mother^ Mary Mother j 
If he have prayed^ between Hell and Heaven I) 



t 
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* But he has not ceased to cry to-day. 

Sister Heleiii 
That you should take your curse away/ 

* Afy prayer was heard, — he need but prayi 

Little brother ! ' 
(O Moihtr^ Mary Mother^ 
Shall God not hear^ between Hell and Heaven f) 

* But he says, till jrou take back your ban, 

Sister Helen, 
His soul would pass, yet never can/ 

* Nay then, shall I slay a living man. 

Little brother?' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
A living sonl^ between Hell and Heaven t) 



' But he calls for ever on your name. 

Sister Helen, 
And says tliat he melts before a flame/ 
*My heart for his pleasure fared tlie same, 

Little brother/ 
( O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Fire at the hearty between Hell and Heaven!) 
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* Here's Keith of Wettholm riding &st, 

Sister Hdcn, 

For I know the white plume on the blast/ 

* The houri the S¥veet hour I ferecast» 

LitUe brother ! ' 
{p Afoikerj Mary Afoiker^ 
Is the komr sweei^ ieiweem. /fell and Ifemvemf) . 

* He stops to speaki and he stills his horse« 

Sister Helen ; 
But his words are drowned in tlic wind's course/ . 
^ Nay hear, nay hear, you must hear perforce, 

Little brother I ' 
. • (O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 

A word ill heard^ between Hell and Heaven /) 

* Oh he says that Keith of Ewem's cry, 

Sister Helen, 
Is ever to see you ere he die/ 

* He sees me in earth, in moon and sky. 

Little brother ! ' 
{O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Earthy moon and sky^ between Hell and Heaven /) 
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^ He sendt a ring and a broken coin. 

Sister Helen, 
And bids you mind the banks of Boyne/ 
* What else he broke will he ever join. 

Little brother?' 
{O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Ohy never more^ between Hell and Heaven f) 



* He yields you tlicse and craves full fain, 

Sister Helen, 
You pardon him in his mortil pain/ 

* What else he took will he give again. 

Little brother?' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
No more again^ between Hell and Heaven I) 



* He calls your name in an agony, 

Sister Helen, 
That even dead Love must weep to see/ 
' Hate, bom of Love, is blind as he, 

Little brother I ' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
JL0V€ turned to hate^ between Hell and Heaven!) 
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*Oii It's Kc!tti of Keilli now tti.-il rides fnst, 

Sister Helen, 
For I know tlic white hnir on tlic blast.' 
'"Dm sliort, short hour will soon be past, 
r!' 

try Motlier, 
W3l sooH be fau and Ifeavem f) 

*HelDoks at me ai peak, 

Sister Ueicu, 
But oh I his voice it sod and weak I ' 
^What here should the mighty Daron acek, 

Little brotlier?" 
(O AMAer, Mary AfotAer, 
Is this the end, bctwecH Hell and Heavent) 

*Oh his son still cries, if you forgive, 

Sister Helen, 
The body dies, but the soul shall live.' 
' Fire sluill forgive me as I forgive, 

Little brother I ' 
(O Mother, Mary Mother, 
As she forgives, letweeu HeU and Heaven f) 
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^ Oh lie prnys you, as his heart would rive. 

Sister Helen, 
To save his dear son's soul alive/ 

* Nay, flame cannot slay it, it shall thrive. 

Little brother I ' 
(O Mother y Mary Mother ^ 
Alasy alasy between Hdl and Heaven t) 

, * He cries to you, kneeling in the roadf 

Sister Helen, 
To go with him for tlie love of God I * 

* The way is long to his son's abode. 

Little brother.' 
(O Mother y Mary Mother ^ 
The way is long^ between Hell and Heaven f) 



* O Sister Helen, you heard the bell, 

Sister Helen I 
More loud than the ve8|x:r-chime it felK' 
*No vesper-chime, but a dying knell. 

Little brother I' 
( O Mother J Mary Mother^ 
His dying hnell^ between Hell and Heaven I) 



sisnut axi^ 

•Alwl iMtlfctf ItehMvyaoadk 

SMrHd 

Itltinlbed^of-hilfaa gwwrf?* 

* Sajr, lum di^ taMMd dNir InoM 

Unit bfodicr? 

Whmi-wmUA* m»fi%tiw mu Hilt mmd Jfeaven /) 



* TiMtjr b«*» nUtod dN «U ma Aon Ut knee, 

Suter Hckn, 

And they ride in ulcnce haitily.' 

* More fart the naked loul dotli flee, 

Little brother!' 
{O Molkcr, Mary ilotker, 
7%e naked soul, hetvecM Hell and lUavtm f) 




* Oh the wind it tad !n the iron chill, 
Sister Helen, 

And weary tad they look by tlic hill.' 

•But Keith of Ewem'i sadder still, 

Little brother I * 
(OAfotAer, Mary Matier, 

Most sad of ail, hetweem Hell and Heaven I) 
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* ScC| teei the wax hat dropped from its placet 

Sister Hcleiii 
And the flames arc winning up apace 1 ' 

* Yet here they bum but for a space, 

Little brother ! ' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
Here for a space^ between Hell and Heaven !) 

* Ah I what white thing at tlic door has crots'df 

Sister Helen? 
Ah I what is this that sighs in the frost?' 
'A soul that's lost as mine is lost, 

Little brother ! ' 
(O Mother^ Mary Mother^ 
JLosi^ iesif all lasi^ between Hell and Heaven I) 




* I led j'our hounds to Hytton bank 

To bnthc at early mom : 
They got their bath by Borrowbrake 
Above the standing com.' 

Out from the castlc-stair Lord Sands 
Looked up the western lea ; 

The rook was grieving on her nest, 
Tbe flood was round her tree. 

Over the casde-woll Lord Sands 
Looked down the eastern hill : 

The stakes swam free among the boats. 
The flood was rising still. 
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* Wliat's yonder far t>clow that lies 

So white against the slope?' 

* O it*8 a tail o' your bonny barks 

The waters have washed up/ 

* But I have never a sail so whitCy 

And the wgter's not yet there/ 

* O it*s the swans o' your bonny lake 

The rising flood doth scare/ 

* The swans they would not hold so still, 

So high they would not win. 

* O it's Joyce my wife has spread her smock 

And fears to fetch it in.* 

* Nay, knave, it's neitlier sail nor swans, 

Nor aught that you can say ; 
For though your wife might leave her smock, 
Herself she'd bring away/ 

Lord Sands has passed the turret-stair. 

The court, and yard, and all ; 
The kine were in the byre tliat day. 

The nogs were in the stall. 



STRATTON WATER. 

Lofd Sands lias won the weltering; si 
Whereon the white 8liai>c lay : 

The cIoikIs were still above the hill, 
And tlie sliajM; was still as they. 

Oh pleasant is the gaze of Hfo 
And sad is death's blind head ; 

But awful arc tlie living eyes 
Xn the face of one thought dcsd t ^ 

*Iq God's name, Janet] is it me 
Thy ghost has come to seek? ' 

'Nay, wait another hour, Lord SandS) — 
Be sure my gliost sliall speak,' 

A moment stood he as a itonO) 
Then grovelled to his knee. 

* O Janet, O my lovct my love, 

Rise up and come witli me 1 ' 

* O once before you bade me comej 

And it's here you have broi^ht me I 

' O many's the sweet word, Lord Sands, 

You've spoken oft to me ; 
But all that I have from you to^ajr 

Ii the rain on my body. 
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* And many*8 the good gift, Lord Sandif 

You've promised oft to mc ; 
But the gift of yours I keep to-day 
Is the babe in my body. 

' O if s not in any cartlily bed 

That first my babe Til see ; 
For I have brought my body here 

That the flood may cover me/ 

His face was close against her face. 

His hands of hers were fain : 
O her wet checks were hot with tears, 

Her wet hands cold with rain. 

* They told me you were dead, Janet,— 

How could I guess the lie?' 

* They told me you were false, Lord Sands, — 

What could I do but die?' 

* Now keep you well, my brother Giles, — 

Through you I deemed her dead I 
As wan as }'our towers be to-day. 
To-morrow they'll be red. 
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*Look down, look down, my fidae niotfierv 

That bade me not to grieve t 
Youll kxdc up when our marriage firea 

Are lit to-morrow eve. 

* O more than one and mora than two 

The sorrow of this shall see 1 
But itfs to-morrow, love, ftr them,^ 

To-day*s fi»r thee and me.' * 

' He*s drawn her face between his hands 

And her pale mouth to his : 
No bird tliat was so still tliat day 

Chirps sweeter tlian his kiss. 

The flood was creeping round their feet 

* O Janet, come away ! 
The hall is warm for the marriage-rite. 

The bed for the birthday/ 

' Nay, but I hear your mother cry, 

** Go bring tliis bride to bed I 
And would she christen her babe unborn, 

So wet she comes to wed ? ** 
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* ni be your wife to cross your door 

And meet your motlicr's c*e« 
We plighted trotli to wed i' the kirkf 
And it's tliere Til wed witli yp/ 

He's ta'en her by tlie short girdle 
And by tlie dripping sleeve : 

* Go fetch Sir Jock my mother's priest^— 

You'll ask of him no leave. 

* O it's one half-hour to reach the kirk 

And one for tlie marringe-rite ; 
And kirk and castle and castle-lands 
Shall be our babe's to-night/ 

*Tlic flood's in the kirkyard, Lord Sands, 
And round the bclfr)'-stair.' 

* I bade ye fetch the priest,' he said, 

' Myself shall bring him there. 

* It's for the lilt of wedding bells 

We'll liave the hail to pour, 
And for tlie clink of bridle-reins 
Tlie plashing of the oar.* 
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Beneath tlicm on the nctlicr hill 

A boat was floatiHg wide : 
Lonl Sands sw.-tm otrt iinil caught the oan ] 

And rowed to the hill*side. 

lie's wrapped licr in a green mantle 

And set her softly in ; 
Her hair was wet upon her fucei 

Ilcr face was gray and lliin; 
Aiid ' Oh 1 ' site BaiJ, * lie still, my babe, 

It's out you must not win ! ' 

But woe's my heart for Fatlicr John I 

As hard as he might pray, 
There seemed no liclp but Noah's ark 

Or Jonah's fisli tliat day. 

The first strokes that tlic oara struck 

Were over tlie broad leas ; 
The next strokes that tlic oan struck 

They pushed beneath the trees ; 

The last stroke that the oars stnick, 

Tltc good boat's licad was met, 
And tlicrc the gate of the kirkyard 

Stood like a ferry-gntc. 
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• 

He's set his hand upon the bar 

And lightly leaped within : 
He's lifted her to his left shoulder, 

Her knees beside his chin. 

Tlie graves lay deep beneatli the flood 

Under the rain alone ; 
And when tlie foot-stone made him slipi 

He held by the head-stone. 

The empty boat thrawed i' the wind, 

Against the postern tied. 
* Hold still, you've brought my love with me. 

You shall take back my bride.' 

But woe's my heart for Father John 
And tlie saints he clamored to I 

There's never a saint but Christopher 
Might hale such buttocks through I 

And * Oh I ' she said, * on men's shoulders 

I well had thought to wend. 
And well to travel with a priest, 

But not to have cared or ken'd 



STXATTVN WATER. 

'And ohl' she said, HtftweU thiswaj 
That I thought to hme fiuncd,— * 

Not to have Ughted at the kirk 
But stopped in die kiikjaid. 



ISS 



*For itfs oh and oh I prayed to (3od| 
Whose rest I hoped to winy 

That when to-night at your board-head 

' You'd bid die feast bcghi, 

This water past your window-siU 
Might bear my body in/ 



Now make the white bed warm and soft 

And greet the mcny mom. 
The night the mother should have died 

The young son shall be bom. 
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What thing unto mine ear 
Wouldst thou convey,^- what secret thingt 
O wandering water e^xr whispering? 

Surely thy speech shall be of her. 
Thou water, O thou whispering wanderefi 
What message dost thou bring? 

Say« hath not Love leaned low 
This hour beside thy far well-headf 
And there tlirough jealous hollowed fingers said 

The thing that most I long to know, — 
Murmuring with curls all dabbled in thy flow 
. And washed lips rosy red ? 

He told it to thee there 
Where thy voice hath a louder tone ; 
But where it welters to this little moan 



Ii THE STREAM'S SECRET. 

His will decrees that I atiouUI iicar. 
Now speak : for witli tlic Btlciicc la no fear, 
Atul I am nil alone. 
Shall Time not still endow 
One hour with life, and I and blio 
Slake on love's lips tlic (hirst of iiicmory? 
Say, stream ; lest Love aliould disavow 
Thy service, nnd the bin) iijKin the bough 
Sing first to tcU it me. 

What wliispcrect thou ? Noy, why 

Name the dead hours? I mind tliem well : 

Their gitosts in many darkened doorways dwell 

With desolate eyes to know them by. 
Tliat hour must still be born ere it can die : 
Of (hat rd have thee tell. 



But hear, before thou speak I 
Withhold, I pray, the vain beliest 
That while the maze hath still its bower for quest 

My burning heart should cease to seek. 
Be sure that Love ordained for souls more meek 
His roadside dells of rest. 
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Stream, when Uiis silver thread 
In flood-time is a torrent brown, 
May any bulwark bind thy foaming crown? 

Shall not tlie waters surge and spread 
And to tlie crannied boulders of their bed 
Still shoot Uic dead leaves down? 

Let no rebuke find place 
In speech of thine : or it shall prove 
That thou dost ill expound the words of Love, 

Even as thine edd^^'s rippling race 
Would blur the perfect image of his foce. 
I will have none thereof. 

O learn and understand 
That 'gainst the wrongs himself did wreak 
Love sought her aid ; until her shadowy cheek 

And eyes beseeching gave command ; 
And compassed in her close compassionate hand 
My heart must bum and speak. 

For tlien at last we spoke 
What eyes so oft had told to eyes 
Through that long-lingering silence whose half-sighs 
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Alone the buried secret btokc, 
■\Vliicli with Bnntchcd hands and lips' reverberate (trok* 
Then from the lienrt did rise. 

But she is fur nwny 
Now ; nor the Iioiiri of night grown lioar 
Bring yet to mc, long gaiiiig fiom llic door, 

The wind-stirred robe of rosciitc gray 
And rose-crown of the hour tliat lends tlio da| 
When we shall meet once more. 

Dark as thy blinded wave 
When brimming midnight floods the glen,- 
Bright an the laugliter of thy runnek when 
The dawn yields all the light they crave ; 
Even so these hours to wound and that to save 
Arc sisters in Love's ken. 



Oh sweet her bending grace 
Tlien when I kneel beside her feet ; 
And sweet her eyes' o'erhang^ng heaven ; and sweet 

The gathering folds of her embrace ; 
And her fall'n hair at last shed round my (ace 
When breaths and tears shall meet 
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Beneath lier sheltering hair, 
In the warm silence near her breast, 
Our kisses and our sobs shall sink to rest ; 

As in some still trance made aware 
That day and night have wrought to fulneu there 
And Love has built our nest. 

And as in the dim grove, 
When tlie rains cease that hushed them long, 
'Mid glistening boughs the s6ng-birds wake to song, 

So from our hearts dccp-shrincd in love, 
While the leaves throb beneath, around, above, 
The quivering notes shall throng. 

Till tendercst words foimd vain 
Draw back to wonder mute and deep. 
And closed lips in closed arms a silence keep, 

Subdued by memory's circling strain, -^ 
The wind-rapt sound that the wind brings again 
While all the willows weep. 

Tlien by her summoning art 
Shall memory conjure back the sere 
Autumnal Springs, from many a dying year 



THE STREAATS SECRET. 

• Born dead | nnil, bitter to tlic licnrt, 
Tbm vttj w«j» wlicrc now we walk npnrt 
Vnu titcii Bliftll cling *o ncnr. 

And Urith cnch tlioii^lit new-grown, 
SoOM nvect curcss or >omc sweet nninc 
L>ow4H«stlMd sliiiU let mc know her tlioiight the s 

Mikii^ RM rich with every tone 
And touch of the dear hcnvcn so long unknown 
That filled my drcnms with (I.-ime. 

Pi^ and \a\K sliall burn 
In lier pressed cheek and clicrisliing hands ; 
And from the living spirit of love that stands 

Between her lips to sootlie and yearn, 
Each separate breath shall clasp me round in turn 
And loose my splrifs bands. 

Oh passing sweet and dear, 
Then when the worshipped form and face 
Are felt at lengtli in darkling close embrace ; 

Round which so oft the sun shone clear, 
With mocking light and pitiless atmosphere, 
In many an liour and place. 
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Ah mc ! with what proud growth 
Shall that hour's thirsting race be run ; 
While, for each several sweetness still begun 

Afresh, endures love*s endless drouth : 
Sweet hands, sweet hair, sweet cheeks, sweet eyes, sweet 
Each singly wooed and won. [mouth, 

Yet most with the sweet soul 
Shall love's espousals then be knit ; 
What time the governing cloud sheds peace from it 
O'er tremulous wings that touch the goal, 

And on the unmeasured height of Love's control 
The lustral fires are lit. 

Therefore, when breast and cheek 
Now part, from long embraces free,— 
Each on the other gazing shall but see 

A self tliat has no need to speak : 
All things unsought, yet nothing more to seekf^* 
One love in unity. 

O water wandering past, — 
Albeit to thee I speak tliis thing, 
O water, thou that wanderesi whispering, 
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Thou keep'st thy counsel to the last. 
What spell upon tliy bosom should Liove casti 
Its secret thence to wring? 

Nay, must thou hear the tale 
Of the past days, — the heavy debt 
Of life that obdurate time witliholds, — ere yet 

To win thine car these prayers prevail. 
And by thy voice Love's self witli high All-hail 
Yield up the amulet? 

How should ail tliis be told? — 
All the sad sum of wayworn days ; — 
Heart's anguish in the impenetrable maze ; 

And on the waste uncolorcd wold 
The visible burtlicn of tlic sun grown cold 
And the moon's laboring ^tn^ ? 

Alas I shall hope be nurs'd 
On life's all-succoring breast in vain. 
And made so perfect only to be slain? 
Or shall not rather the sweet thirst 
Even yet rejoice tlie heart with warmth dispersed 
And strength grown fair again ? 

IX 
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Stands it not by the door— 
Lovc*8 Hour ^ till she and I shall meet; 
With bodilcM form and unapparent feet 

That cast no shadow yet before, 
Though round its head the dawn begins to pour 
The breath that makes day sweet? 

Its eyes invisible 
Watch till the dial's tliin-thrown shade 
Be bom, — yea, till the journeying line be laid 

Upon the point that wakes the spelU 
And there in lovelier light tlian tongue can tell 
Its presence stand array'd. 

Its soul remembers yt\. 
Those sunless hours that passed it by ; 
And still it hears the night's disconsolate ciyi 

And feels the branches wringing wet 
Cast on its brow, that may not once forget, 
Dumb tears from the blitul sky. 

But oh ! when now lier foot 
Draws near, for whose sake night and day 
Were long in weaiy longing siglied away,-— 
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I The hour of Love, 'mid ain grown mnto, 
)^ Shall sing beside the door, and Lore's owirlnle 
a Thrill to the passionate Iqr* 



"^ Thou knoVst, ibr Love has told 

>^ Widiin thine ear, O stream, how soon 

■ 

3 That song shall lift its sweet appoiirted tune. 

^^^ O tell me, for my lips are cold. 



>'; And in my veins the blood is wasnng old 
: •> — ..... . - 



^ 



» I 
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\ Even while I beg the boon. 

So, in that hour of sighs 
Assuaged, shall wc beside this stone 
Yield thanks for grace ; while in thy mirror shown 

The twofold image sofUy lies, 
Until we kiss, and each in other's eyes 
Is imaged all alone. 
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Still silent? Can no art 
^'^ Of Love's then move thy pity? Nay, 
' To thee let nothing come that owns his sway t 

Let happy lovers have no part 
'i;; With thee ; nor even so sad and poor a heart 
* * As thou hast spumed to-day. 
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To-day? Lo ! night is here. 
The glen grows heavy with some veil 
Risen from the eartli or falFn to make earth pale ; 

And all stands hushed to eye and ear^ 
Until tlie night-wind shake the shade like fear 
And every covert quail. 

Ah I by anotlicr wave 
On other airs the hour must come 
Which to thy heart, my love, sliall call me liomo. 

Between the lips of tlie low cave 
Against that night the lapping waters lave. 
And tlie dark lips arc dumb. 

But there Love*s self doth stand. 
And with Life's weary wings (ar flown, 
And witli Death's eyes tliat make the water moan» 

Gathers the water in his hand : 
And they that drink know nought of sky or land 
But only love alone. 

O soul-sequestered face 
Far off, — O were that night but now I 
So even beside that stream even I and thou 



••) 
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ThitMigfa thinting lips afaouU draw Lovers gracOf 
And in the sone of that lupmiie finbnoe 
Bind aching branat and biMr« 



O water whisperiqg 
Still through the daik inio mine eariy— 
As with mine ejreiy ia it not now widi hen?« 

Mine eyea that add to Ajr cold fpriqgt 
Wan water, wandering water wdteringt 
This hidden tide of tears. 
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The gold that's heaped beside her hand, 

In truth rich prize it were ; 
And rich the dreams that wreathe her brows 

With ningic stillness there ; 
And he were rich who should unwind 

That woven golden hair. 

Around her, where slie sits, the dance 
Now breathes its eager heat ; 



I 1 



I. 

« 

THE CARD-DEALfR. V 

Could you not drink her gase like wine? * 

Yet though its splendor swoon 
Into tlie silence languidly i 

As a tune into a tune. 
Those eyes unravel the coiled night 

And know the stars at noon. 



•I 
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THE CARD-DEALER. 16/ 

And not more lightly or more true 

Fall tliere the dancers' feet 
Than fall her cards on the bright board 

As 'twere an heart diat beat 



Her fingers let them softly through, 

Smooth polished silent tilings ; 
And each one as it falls reflects 

In swift light-shadowings, 
Blood-red and purple, green and blue, 

The great eyes of her rings. 

Whom plays she with ? With thee, who lov'st 

Those gems upon her hand ; 
With me, who search her secret brows ; 

With all men, blcss'd or bann'd. 
We play together, she and we, 

Witliin a vain strange land : 

A land without any order, — 

Day even as night, (one saith,) — 

Where who licth down ariscth not 
Nor the sleeper awakenetli ; 
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And do you ask what game the plajs? 

With me 'tis lost or won ; 
With thee it is playing still ; with him 

It is not well begun ; 
But 'tis a game she plays with all 

Beneath the sway o' the sun* 

Thou seest the card that fallsi — she knows 

The card that followeth : 
Her game in thy tongue is called Lifef 

As ebbs thy daily breath : 
When she shall speak, thou'lt learn her tongue 

And know she calls it Death. 



<^ 
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A land of daricness as darkness itself 
And of the shadow of death. 



What be her cards, you ask? Even these t-» ^ * 

The hearty that doth but crave \ - 

More, having fed ; the dianaond. 
Skilled to make base seem brave ; 

The club, for smiting in the daric ; 
The spade, to dig a grave. 



t 
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MY SISTER'S SLEEP.* 

Shb fell asleep on Christmas Eve : 
At length the long-ungranted shade 
Of weary eyelids ovcrweigh'd 

The pain nought else might yet relieve. 

Our mother, who had leaned all day 
Over the bed from chime to chime, 
Then raised herself for the first time, 

And as she sat her down, did pray. 

Her little work-table was spread 
With work to finish. For the glare 
Made by her candle, she had care 

To work some distance from the bed. 

* This little poem, written in 1847, wat printed in a peri* 
odical at the outset of 1850. The metre, which it used by 
several old English writers, became celebrated a month or 
two later on the publication of < fm Afemoriam.' 
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Without, there was a cold moon up. 
Of winter radiance sheer and thin ; 
The hollow halo it was in 

Was like an icy crystal cup. 

Tlirough the small room, with subtle sound 
Of flame, by vents the fireshine drove 
And reddened. In its dim alcove 

The mirror shed a clearness round. 

I had been sitting up some nights, 
And my tired mind felt weak and blank ; 
Like a sharp strengthening wine it drank 

The stillness and the broken lights. 

Twelve struck. That sound, by dwindling years 
Heard in each hour, crept off; and then 
The ruffled silence spread again. 

Like water that a pebble stirs. 

Our mother rose from where she sat i 
Ilcr needles, as she laid them down^ 
Met lightly, and her silken gown 

Settled : no otiier noise than that 



^^^3I^^^^H 
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MV SISTEJFS SLEEP. 

• Glory unto tlic Newly Bom I ' 
So, as said angels, she did say ; 
Because we were in Christmas Day, 

Though it would slill be long till mom. 

Just tlicn in tlic room over us 
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There was a pushing back of chairs. 




As sonic who had sat unawares 






So late, now heard tlic hour, and rose. 





Willi anxious sotUy-tUppJag liostc 
Our mother went where Margaret lay, 
Fearing tlie sounds o'erliead — should thejr 

Have broken her long watchcd-for rest I 

She stooped an instant, calm, and turned ; 

But suddenly turned back again ; 

And all her features seemed in pain 
With woe, and her eyca gazed and yearned. 

For my part, I but hid my face. 
And held my breath, and spoke no wordi 
There was none spoken ; but I heard 

Tlic silence for a little space. 



• :: 
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17a ASPECTA MEDUSA. 

Our mother bowed herself and wept : 
And both my arms fell, and I saidf 
* God knows I knew that she was dead/ 

And there, all white, my sister slept 



Then kneeling, upon Christmas mom 
A little after twelve o'clock 
We said, ere the first quarter struck, 

* Christ's blessing on the newly bom ! * 



ASPECTA MEDUSA 

Andrombda, by Perseus saved and wed. 
Hankered each day to see the Gorgon's head s 
Till o'er a fount he held it, bade her lean. 
And mirrored in the wave was safely seen 
That death she lived by. 
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Let not thine eyes know 
Any forbidden thing itself, although 
It once should save as well as kill : but be 
Its shadow upon life enough for thee. 




A NEW YEAR'S BURDEN. 



I Alomg the grass swccl nirs arc blown 

Our way Ihis day in Spring. 
[ Of all the songs tlial wc have known 
Now which one sli.iU wc sing? 

Not that, my love, nli no I — 
Not this, my love? why, boI— 
Yet both were otirs, btit lioiirs will come tta6 go. 

The grove ii nil a pale frail mist, ■ 

The new year sucks the sun. 

Of all the kisses that wc kissed 

Now which shall be tlie one? 

Not that, my love, ah no I — 
Not this, my love t — ^ heigl>-ho 
For aJI the sweets that all the winds can blow I 

The branches cross above our eycs^ 

The skies are in a net : 
And wba^B the thiii^ beneath the skies 
We two would most forget? 

Not birth, my love, no, no, — 
Not death, my love, no, no,— 
The love once ours, but ours long hours ago. 



174 



EVEN SO. 

So it itf my dear. 
All such things touch secret strings 
For heavy hearts to hear. 
So it is, my dean 

Very like indeed : 
Sea and sky, afar, on high, 
Sand and strewn seaweed, — 

Very like indeed. 

But the sea stands spread 
As one wall with tlie flat skies, 
Where the lean black craft like flies 

Seem well-nigh stagnated. 

Soon to drop ofl" dead. 

Seemed it so to us 
When I was thine and thou wast minet 
And all these things were thus. 
But all our world in us? 

Could we be so now? 
Not if all beneath heaven's pall 
Lay dead but I and thou. 
Could we be so now ! 




AN OLD SONG ENDED. 



* Haw should I your true love know 
From another onef 

' By hh cockte'hat and staff 
And his sandal-sAooH.' 

'And what titans linvc told you now 
Th.it he li.-istcns home?' 

* Lo I tlie Spring is nearly gom, 

He is nearly come.' 

* For a token is there nought, 

Say, that he should bring? ' 

* He will bear a ring I gaye 

And another ring.' 

* How may I, when he shall ask, 

Tell him who lies there?' 

'Nay, but leave my face unveiled 

And unbound my hair.' 

< Can you say to me some word 

I shall say to him?' 
' Say I'm looking in his eyes 

Though my cyea are dim.' 
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THREE TRANSLATIONS FROM 
FRANgOIS VILLON, 1450- 



I. 

TUB BALLAD OF DEAD LADIES. 

Tell tnc now in what hidden way is 

Lady Flora the lovely Roman ? 
Wherc*8 Hipparchia, and where is Thais, 

Neitlicr of them the fairer woman? 

Where is Echo, beheld of no man. 
Only heard on river and mere, — 

She whose beauty was more than human? 
But where are the snows of yester-year? 

Where's Ileloise, the learned nun. 
For wliosc sake Abeillard, I ween. 

Lost manhood and put priesthood on? 
(From Love he won such dule and teen I) 
And where, I pray you, is the Qiieen 

Who willed that Buridan sliould steer 

Sewed in a sack's mouth down the Seine ? • 

But where are the snows of yester-year? 



• • • 
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Loi what v«tonS "»" D^aih? 

Which »»«>»'°l'* 
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Or 8ccm alive at lifelessly 
At in the clioir the painted stone. 

Death I 



III. 
HIS MOTHERS SERVICE TO OUR LADY. 

Lady of Heaven and earth, and therewithal 
Crowned Empress of the nether clcfUof IIcll} 

Ii thy poor Christian, on thy name do call. 
Commending me to thee, witli thee to dwell. 
Albeit in nought I be commendable. 

But all mine undeserving may not mar 

Such mercies as thy sovereign mercies are ; 
Without the which {vc^ true words testify) 

No soul can reach thy Heaven so fair and far. 
Even in this faith I choose to live and die. 

Unto thy Son say thou that I am His, 
And to me graceless make Him gracious. 

Sad Mary of Eg}*pt lacked not of that bliss. 
Nor yet the sorrowful clerk Thcophilus, 
Whose bitter sins vrcre set aside even thus 
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Though to the Fiend his bounden service was. 
Oh help me, lest in vain for me should pass 

(Sweet Virgin tliat shalt have no loss tliereby I) 
The blessed Host and sacring of the Mass. 

Even in this faitli I choose to live and die. 

A pitiful poor woman, shrunk and old} 

I am, and nothing Icam*d in letter-lore. 
Witliin my parish-cloister I behold 

A painted Heaven where harps and lutes adorci 

And eke an Hell whoso damned folk seethe full sore : 
One bringcth fear, the other joy to me.» 
That joy, great Goddess, make thou mine to be, — 

Thou of whom all must ask it even as I ; 
And that which faith desires, that let it see. 

For in this faith I choose to live and die. 

O excellent Virgin Princess I thou didst bear 
King Jesus, the most excellent comforter. 
Who even of this our weakness craved a share 

And for our sake stooped to us from on high, 
Oftering to death His young life sweet and fair. 
Such as He is. Our Lord, I Him declare. 

And in tliis faith I choose to live and die. 
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JOHN OF TOURS. 

(Old FreMch.) 

John of Tours is back with peace, 
But he xomcs home ill at ease. 

* Good-morrow, mother.' * Good-morrow, ton ; 
Your wife hat borne you a little one/ 

* Go now, mother, go before. 
Make me a bed upon the floor ; 

* Very low your foot must fall, 
That my wife hear not at all.' 

As it neared the midnight toll, 
John of Tours gave up his soul. 

* Tell me now, my mother my deary 
What's the crying that I hear?' 

* Daughter, it's the children wake 
Crying with their teeth that ache.' 
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JOHN OF TOt/RS. 

* Tell mc though, my mother my dear. 
What's the knocking that I licar? ' 
•Dausliler, it's the cnrpciJtcr 
Mending planks upon the stnir.* 
'Tell mc too, my motlier my dcnr, 
Wliat's the singing that I hear?' 
Daughter, it's the priests in rows 
Going rotmd about our house.' 

* Tell me then, my mother my deaf) 
Whafs the dreu that I should wear?' 
' Daughter, any reds or blues, 

But the black is most in use.' 

■ Nay, but say, my mother my dear, 

Why do you fall weeping here?' 

' Oh 1 tlte truth must be said, — 
It's that John of Tours is dead.' 

* Mother, let the sexton know 
That the grave must be for two ; 

* Aye, and still have room to spare, 
For you must shut the baby there.' 
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MY FATHER'S CLOSE. 

{Old French.) 

Inside my father's close, 

(Fly away O my heart away I) 
Sweet apple- hlossom hlows 
So sweet* 

Three kings' daughters fair, 

(Fly away O my heart away I) 
They lie below it tliere 
So sweet* 

* Ah I' says the eldest onC| 

(Fly away O my heart away I) 
I think the day's begun 
So sweet' 



MY FATHERS CLOSE. 

* All I ' says tlic second one, 

(Fly away O my heart away 1) 
*Far ofT I hear die drum 
So sweet/ 

* Ah 1 • says the youngest one, 

(Fly away O my heart awoy I) 

* It's my true love, my own, 

So sweet. 
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• Oh I if he fight and win,* 

(Fly away O my heart away I) 

* I keep my love for him. 

So sweet : 
Oh I let him lose or win, 

He hath it still complete/ 



riMi 



184 



ONE GIRL- 
(A eomUfUition J'rom Sappho.) 

I. 

Liics the sweet apple which reddens upon the topmost 

bough, 
A-top on the topmost twig, — which the pluckert for* 

got, somehow, — 
Forgot it not, nay, but got it not, for none could get it 

till now. 



II. 



Like the wild hyacinth flower which on the hills is foundt 
Which the passing feet of the shepherds for ever tear 

and wound. 
Until the purple blossom is trodden into the gnniiuL 



6 I. 



SONNETS AND SONGS, 
• THE HOUSE OF LIFE.' 



■S.-4 



[The fini twenty-eight lonneU and the seven lint wnj 
treat oT love. These and the others woold bclofig to tep 
rale sections of the projected work.] 




THE HOUSE OF LIFE. " iZy 



SONNET I. 
BRIDAL BIRTH. 

As when dcsirC} long darkling, dnwns, and first 
The mother looks upon the newborn child, 
Even so my Lndy stood at gaze and smiled 

When her soul knew at length the Love it nursed. 

Bom with her life, creature of poignant thirst 
And exquisite hunger, at her heart Love lay 
Quickening in darkness, till a voice that day 

Cried on him, and the bonds of birth were burst. 

Now, shielded in his wings, our faces yearn 
Together, as his fullgrown feet now range 
The grove, and his warm hands our couch prepare 
rill to his song our bodiless souls in turn 
Be bom his children, when Death's nuptial change 
Leaves us for light the halo of his hair. 
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SONNET II. 



LOVE'S REDEMPTION. 



O Tiiou who at Lovc*8 hour ecstatically 
Unto my lips dost evermore present 
The body and blood of Love in sacrament 

Whom I have nearcd and felt thy breath to be 

The inmost incense of his sanctuary ; 
Who without speech hast owned him, and intent 
Upon his will, tliy life with mine hast blent. 

And murmured o'er tlie cup. Remember me I — 
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O what from tliee the grace, for me the prize, 
And what to Love the glory, ^ when the whole 
Of the deep stair thou tread'st to the dim shoal 
And weary water of the place of sighs, 
And there dost work deliverance, as thine eyes 
Draw up my prisoned spirit to thy soul I 



1 1 
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SONNET III. 
LOVESIGHT. 

When do I see dice most, beloved one ? 

When in the light the spirits of mine eyes 

Before thy face, their altnr, solemnize 
The worship of that Love through thee made known t 
Or when in the dusk hours, (we two alone,) 

Close-kissed and eloquent of still replies 

Thy twilight-hidden glimmering visage lies, 
And my soul only sees thy soul its own ? 

O love, my love 1 if I no more should see 
Thyself, nor on the earth the shadow of tliee, 

Nor image of thine eyes in any spring, — 
How then should sound upon Life's darkening slope 
The ground-whirl of the perished leaves of Hope, 

The wind of Death's imperishable wmg? 



190 THE HOUSE OF UFE. 



SONl^ET IV. 
THE KISS. 

What smouldering senses in death's sick delay 
Or seizure of malign vicissitude 
Can rob this body of honor, or denude 

Tliis soul of wedding-raiment worn to-day? 

For lo I even now my lady's lips did play 
With these my lips such consonant interlude 
As laurelled Orpheus longed for when he wooed 

The half-drawn hungering face with that last lay. 

I was a child beneath her touch,— a man 
When breast to breast we clung, even I and shCf— 
A spirit when her spirit looked through mey— , 
A god when all our life-breath met to fan 
Our life-blood, till lo\'e's emulous ardors ran. 
Fire within fire, desire in deity. 
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NUPTIAL SLEEP. 



At longlh their Imig kiss severed, witli vxtxX sinaiti 



Ami a» the tact slow siultlcn ilrops nrc slicJ 
Fmin s|>:irklii)^ caves when all the slorm has fled. 

So singly flnggc<l the pulses of cncli licart. 

Their bosoms siiiulcrcil, with the opening stjirt 
or married flowers to cither side outspread 
From the knit stem ; yet still their months, bunit red, 

Fawned on each other where they lay apart. 

Sleep sank them lower than the tide of dreams, 
And their dreams watched them sink, and slid away. 

Slowly their souls swam up a^in, through gleams 
Of watered light and dull drowned waifs of day ; 

Till from some wonder of new woods and sirennis 
He woke, and wondered more : for Uierc she lay. 
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SONNET VI. 
SUPREME SURRENDER. 

To all the spirits of love that wander by 
Alon^ the love-sown fallowficld of sleep 
My lady lies apparent ; and the deep 

Calls to the deep ; and no man sees but I. 

The bliss so long afar, at len«^h so nigh, [weep 

Rests there attained. Methinks proud Love must 
When Fate's control doth from his harvest reap 

The sacred hour for which the years did sigh. 

First touched, the hand now warm around my neck 
Taught memory long to mock desire : and lo I 
Across my breast the abandoned hair doth flow, 
Wliere one shorn tress long stirred the longing ache x 
And next the heart that trembled for its sake 
Lies tlie queen-heart in sovereign overthrow. 
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SONNET 



LOVFS LOVERS. 



Sous Udies love the jewels in Love't aone 
And gold-tipped darts he hath for painless plqf 
In idle scornful hours he flings away; 

And some that listen to his lute's sofl tone 
Do love to deem the silver praise their own ; 
Some prize his blindfold sight ; and there be they 
Who kissed his wings which brought him yesterday 
And thank his wings to-day that he is flown. 



I 



My lady only loves the heart of Liove : 

Therefore Love's heart, my lady, hath for thee 
His bower of unimagined flower and tree : 
There kneels he now, and all-anliungcrcd of 
Thine eyes gray-lit in shadowing hair above) 
Seals witli thy mouth his immortality* 
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SONNET VIII. 
PASSION AND WORSHIP. 

One flame-winged brought a whitc-wingcd harp-player 

Even where my lady and I lay all alone ; 

Saying: * Behold, this minstrel is unknown; 
Bid him depart, for I am minstrel here : 
Only my strains are to Love's dear ones dear/ 

Then said I: * Through thine hautboy's rapturous, 
tone 

Unto my lady still this harp makes moan, 
And still she deems the cadence deep and clear/ 

Then said my lady : ^Thou art Passion of Love, 
And this Love's Worship : botli he plights to me. 
Thy mastering music walks the sunlit sea : 
But where wan water trembles in the grove 
And the wan moon is all the light thereof, 
This harp still makes my name its voluntary. 
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SONNET IX. 
THE PORTRAIT. 

O Lord of all compassionate controlt 
O Love 1 let this my lady's picture glow 
Under my hand to praise her name, and show 

Even of her inner self the perfect whole : 

That he who seeks her beauty's furthest goal. 
Beyond the light that the sweet glances throw 
And refluent wave of the sweet smile, may know 

The very sky and sea-line of her soul. 

Lo 1 it is done. Above the long lithe throat 
The mouth's mould testifies of voice and kiss. 
The shadowed eyes remember and foresee. 
Her face is made hor shrine. Let all men note 
That in all years (O Love, thy gift is this !) 
They that would look on her must come to me. 
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SONNET X. 
THE LOVE-LETTER. 

Warmrd by her hand and shadowed by her hair 
As close she leaned and poured her heart through 

thee, 
Whereof the articuhite throbs accompany 

Tlie smooth black stream that makes tliy whiteness 
fair, — 

Sweet fluttering sheet, even of her breath aware,— 
Oh let thy silent song disclose to mo 
That soul wherewith her lips and eyes agree 

Like married music in Love's answering air. 

Fain had I watched her when, at some fond tliought, 
Ilcr bosom to the writing closclicr press'd. 
And her breast's secrets peered into her breast ; 
When, through eyes raised an instant, her soul sought 
My soul, and from the sudden confluence caught 
The words tliat made her love the loveliest 
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SOS NET XI. 



THE BIRTn-UOND. 



}Iavr yoii not noted, in some fiimily 

Wlicre two were bom of a first marrii)gc-l»«l, 
How still tlicy own tlicir gracious bond, tliougb fed 

And nursed on the forgotten brcaat and knee? — 

How to their father's children they sli.ilt be 
In net anil tlioiight of one goodwill ; but each 
Shnll for the other have, in silence speech, 

And in a word complete community I 

Even BO, when first I saw you, seemed it, love, 
That among souls allied to mine wns yet 

One nearer kindred than life hinted of. 
O bom witli nic somewhere tliat men forget, 
And tliough in years of sight and sound unmet. 

Known for my soul's birtli-partner well enough I 



? 
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SONNET XH 
A DAY OF LOVE. 

Those envied places which do know her weilf 
And arc so scornful of this lonely place, 
Even now for once are emptied of her grace : 

Nowhere but here she is : and while Love's spcU 

From his predominant presence doth compel 
All alien hours, an outworn populace, 
The hours of Love fill full the echoing space 

With sweet confederate music favorable. 

Now many memories make solicitous 

The delicate love-lines of her mouth, till, lit 
With quivering fire, the words take wing from it ; 

As here between our kisses we sit thus 

Speaking of things remembered, and so sit 

Speechless while things foi^tten call to us. 
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SONNET XIII. 
LOVE-SWEETNESS. 

SwEBT dimness of her loosened hair's downfall 
About thy face ; her sweet hands round thy head 
In gracious fostering union garlanded ; 

Her tremulous smiles ; her glances' sweet recall 

Of love ; her murmuring sighs* memorial ; 

Her mouth's culled sweetness by thy kisses shed 
On cheeks and neck and eyelids, and so led 

Back to her mouth which answers there for all : — 

What sweeter than these things, except the thing 
In lacking which all these would lose their sweet : 
The confident heart's still fei*vor ; the swiffc beat 
And soft subsidence of the spirit's wing, 
Then when it feels, in cloud-girt wayfaring. 
The breath of kindred plumes against its feet? 
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SONNET XIV. 
LOVE'S BAUBLES. 

I STOOD where Love in brimming armfult bore 
Slight wanton flowers and foolish toys of fruit: 
And round him ladies thronged in warm pursuit. 

Fingered and lipped and proflcred the strange store x 

And from one hand the petal and the core 

Savored of sleep ; and cluster and curled shoot 
Seemed from another hand like shame's salute, — 

Gi(U that I felt my cheek was blushing for. 

At last Love bade my Lady give the same : 
And as I looked, the dew was light thereon ; 
And as I took them, at her touch they shone 

With inmost heaven-hue of the heart of flame. 
And tlien Love said : ^Lo 1 when the hand is ben, 
Follies of love are love's true ministers.' 
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SONNET XV. 
WINGED HOURS. 

Each hour until wc meet is as a bird 

That wings from far his gradual way along 
The rustling covert of my soul, — his song 

Still loudlicr trilled through leaves more deeply stirr*d : 

But at the hour of meeting, a clear word 

Is every note he sings, in Love's own tongue ; 

Yet, Love, thou know'st the sweet strain suflers 

Through our contending kisses oft unheard, [wrong. 

What of that hour at last, when for her sake 
No wing may fly to me nor song may flow ; 
When, wandering round my life unleaved, I know 

The bloodied feathers scattered in the brake. 
And think how she, far from me, with like eyes 
Sees through the untuneful bough the wingless skies ? 
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SONNET XVI. 
LIFE-IN-LOVE. 

Not in thy bo<1y is thy life at all 

But in this lady's lips ami hands and eyes ; 
Through these she yields thee life that viviHes 

What else were sorrow's ser\'ant and death's thrall. 

Look on thyself without her, and recall 

Tlie waste remembrance and forlorn surmise 
That lived but in a dead-drawn breatli of sighs 

O'er vanished hours and lunirs eventual. 

Even so much life hatli the poor tress of hair 
Which, stored apart, is aM love hath to show 
For heart-beats and for fin>licats long ago ; 

Even so much life endures unknown, e\'cn whcrct 
•Mid change the changeless night environcth. 
Lies all tliat golden liair undimmcd in death. 
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SONNET XVII. 
THE LOVE-MOON. 

* When that dead face, bowercd in the furthest years. 

Which once was all the life years held for thcc. 
Can now scarce bid the tides of memory 
Cast on thy soul a little spray of tears, — 
How canst thou gaze into these eyes of hers 
Whom now thy heart delights in, and not sec 
Within each orb Love's philtred euphrasy 
Make them of buried trotli remembrancers ? ' 

* Nay, pitiful Love, nay, loving Pity I Well 

Thou knowest that in tliese twain I have confess'd 
Two very voices of thy summoning bell. 

Nay, Master, shall not Death make manifest 
In these the culminant changes which approve 
Tlic love-moon that must light my soul to Love ? • 
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SONNET XVni. 
THE MORROWS MESSAGE. 

*Tiiou Ghosti' I saidt * and is thy name To-day?— 
Yesterday's son, with such an abject brow 1 — 
And can To-morrow be more pale than thou?' 

While yet I spoke, the silence answered : * Yeaf 

Hencefortli our issue is all grieved and grayi 
And each beforehand makes such poor avow 
As of old leaves beneath tlie budding bough 

Or night-drift that the sundawn slireds away/ 

Then cried I : * Mother of many malisons, 
O Earth, receive me to thy dusty bed T 
But therewithal the tremulous silence said : 
*Lol Love}xt bids thy lady greet thee once: — 
Yea, twice, — whereby thy life is still the sun's ; 
And thrice,— wbeieby die shadow of death is dead.' 



I 
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SOX.VBT XfX- 

SLEEPLESS DREAMS. 

Girt in ditrk growtfas, yet gtiinmcrltig with one staTfl 
O night desirous .is the nights of youth I 
Why slioiild my heart witiiin thy spell, for»ooth, 

Now beat, as the bride's finger-pulses are 

Qiiickencd witliiii the girdling golden bar? 
What wings nrc these that fan my pillow smooth? 
And why docs Sleep, waved back by Joy and Ruth, 

Tread sofUy round and gaze at me IVoni far? 

Nay, night dcep-lcavcdl And would Love feign In 
thee 
Some shadow}' palpitating grove tiiat bears 
Rest for man's eyes and music for his ears? 

O lonely night I art tliou not known to me, 

A thicket hung with masks of mockery 
And watered with tlic wasteful warmth of tears? 
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SONNET XX. 
SECRET PARTING. 

Because our tilk was of the cloud-control 
And moon-track of the journeying face of FntCy 
Ilcr tremulous kisses faltered at love's gate 

And her eyes dreamed against a distant goal : 

But soon, remembering her how brief the whole 
Of joy, which its own hours annihilate, 
Her set gaze gathered, thirstier than of late, 

And as she kissed, her mouth became her soul. 

Tlience in what ways we wandered, and how strove 
To build witli fire-tried vows tlie piteous home 
Which memory haunts and whitlier sleep may 
roam, — 

They only know for whom the roof of Love 

Is tlie still-scated secret of the grove, 
Nor spire may rise nor bell be heard therefrom. 



t 

f 
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SOHNET jL'Xr. 
PARTED LOVE. 



What shall be snid of this ctnbntUctl daj 
AiiJ aniicci occiipalion of this ni^ht 
By nil liiy foes beleii;^icicii, — now when siglit 
-J' Nor Round dcnotca tlic loved one fur nway? 
'}• Of tltcsc thy vnnqitishcd hoiira what sli.ilt thou tay,^ 
;5 As every sense to which she dealt delight 
^ Now labors lonely o'er the stark noon-height 
"t To reach the sunset's desolate disarray ? 

^ Stand still, fond fettered wretch 1 %vl)ilc Memory's art 

.^ Parades the Past before thy face, and lures 

^ Thy spirit to lier passionate portraitures : 

■i Till the tempestuous tide-gates flung apart 

1 Flood with wild will the liollows of tliy heart, 

■f, And thy heart rends tlicc, and thy body endures. 
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SONl^BT xxir. 
BROKEN MUSIC. 

Tub mother will not turn, who thinks she heart 
Her nursling's speech first grow articulate ; 
But breathless with averted eyes elate 

She sits, with open lips and open ears, 

Tliat it may call her twice. 'Mid doubts and fears 
Thus oft my soul has hearkened ; till the songi 
A central moan for days, at length found tonguCf 

And the sweet music welled and the sweet tears. 

But now, whatever while the soul is fain 
To list that wonted murmur, as it were 

The speech4x>und sea-shell's low importunate strain, «• 
No breath of song, thy voice alone is therOf 

O bitterly beloved I and all her gain 
Is but the pang of unpermitted prayer. 
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SONNET XXni. 

death-in-l6ve. 

There came an image in Life's retinue 
That had Love's wings and bore his gonfalon : 
Fair was the web, and nobly wrought thereon, 

O soul-sequestcrcd face, thy form and hue I 

Bewildering sounds, such*as Spring wakens to. 

Shook in its folds ; and through my heart its power 
Sped trackless as the im memorable hour 

When birth's dark portal groaned* and all was new. 

But a veiled woman followed, and she caught 
The banner round its staff, to furl and cling,— 
Then plucked a feather from the bearer's wing, 

And held it to his lips that stirred it not. 
And said to me, ' Behold, there is no breath : 
I and this Love are one, and I am Dcatli/ 



M 
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SONNETS XXIV., XXV., XXVI., XXVIL 
WILLOWWOOD. . 
I. 

I 8AT with Love U|x>n a woocbiilc welly 

Leaning across the water, I and he ; 

Nor ever did he speak nor looked at met 
But touched his lute wherein was audible 
The certain secret thing he had to tell : 

Only our mirrored eyes met silently 

In the low wave ; and that sound came to be 
Tlie passionate \o\ct I knew ; and my tears fell. 

And at their fall, his eyes beneath grew hers ; 
And with his foot and with his wing-feathers 

He swept the spring that watered my heart's drouth. 
Tlien tlie dark ripples spread to waving hairi 
And as I stooped, her own lips rising tlierc 

Dubbled with brimming kisses at my mouth. 
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An<l now Love >nng : but liis was siicli a soiig, 
So incshci! with linlf-rvmcinbniitcc hard \<o Tree, 
As souls disused hi dcutli's sterility 

Mnj- sing wlicn (lie new birllulay tiirrics lonfj. 

And I wns made nwnrc of a dumb tlirong . i 

TIi.it Blooil nloof, one rorni by every tree, ^ 

All niouriirul Torms, fur each was I or she, ' ' 

The slindcs of those our duys ihiit Ixid no tongue. 

Tlicy looked on us, mid knew iis and were known ; 
While fast togclhcr, nlivo from the abyss. 
Clung the Bonl-wning implacable close kiss ; 
Anil pily of self through all made broken moan 
Which said, * For oncct for once, for once alone ! ' 
And still Love sang, and what he sang w.is thi>: — 
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III. 



• O yc, all yc that walk in Willowwoocl, 

That walk with hollow faces burniiip^ white ; 
What fathom depth of soul-stnick widowhoocK 

What long, what longer hours, one lifelong nighty 
Ere ye again, who so in vain have wooed 

Your last hope lost, who so in vain invite 
Your lips to that their unforgotten food, 

Ere ye, ere ye again shall see the light I 

Alas ! tlie bitter banks in Willowwood, 

With tear-spurge wan, with blood-wort burning red t 
Alas I if ever such a pillow could 

Steep deep tlie soul in sleep till she were deady^- 
Better all life forget her than this thing. 
That Willowwood should bold her wandering I ' 
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IV. 



So sang he : and as meeting rose and rose 
Together cling through the wind's wellaway 
Nor change nt once, yet near the end of day 

The leaves drop loosened where the heart-stain glows, -* 

So when the song died did the kiss unclose ; 
And her face fell back drowned, and was as gray 
As its gray eyes ; and if it ever may 

Meet mine again I know not if Love knows. 

Only I know that I leaned low and drank 

A long draught from tlie water where she sank. 

Her breath and all her tears and ail her soul : 
And as I leaned, I know I felt Love's face 
Pressed on my neck with moan of pity and grace. 

Till both our heads were in his aureole. 
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SONNET XXVIII. 
STILLBORN LOVE. 

Tub hour wliich might have been yet might not be, 
Which man's and woman's heart conceived and bore 
Yet whereof life was barren, — on what shore 

Bides it the breaking of Time's weary sea? 

Bondchihl of all consummate joys set free. 
It somewhere sighs and scnes, and mute before 
The house of Love, hears through the echoing door 

His hours elect in choral consonancy. 

But lo ! what wedded souls now hand in hand 
Together tread at last the immortal strand 

With eyes where burning memory lights love home? 
Lo ! how the little outcast hour has turned 
And leaped to them and in their faces yearned ; *- 

* I am your diild : O parents, ye have come I ' . 



I i*W 
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SONNET XXIX. 

INCLUSIVENESS. 

Thb changing guests, each in a clifTcrent mood» 

Sit at the roadside table and arise : 

And every life among them in likewise 
Is a soul's board set daily with new food. 
What man has bent o'er his son's sleep, to brood 

How that face shall watch his when cold it lies?—* 

Or thought, as his own mother kissed his cyeSf 
Of what her kiss was when his father wooed ? 

May not this ancient room thou sit'st in dwell 
In separate living souls for joy or pain ? 
Nay, all its corners may be painted plain 

Where Heaven shows pictures of some life spent well ; 
And may be stamped, a memory all in vaini 

Upon the sight of lidless eyes in HclL 
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SONNET XXX. 
KNOWN IN VAIN. 

As two whose love, first foolish, widening scopCf 
Knows suddenly, with music high and soft, 
The Holy of holies ; who because they scofT'd 

Are now nmazed with shame, nor dare to cope 

With tlie whole truth aloud, lest heaven sliould ope ; 
Yet, at their meetings, laugh not as they kugh'd 
In speech ; nor speak, at length ; but sitting oft 

Together, within hopeless sight of hope 

For hours arc silent : — So it happeneth 
When Work and Will awake too late, to gaze 

After tlieir life sailed by, and hold tlieir breatli. 

Ah ! who shall dare to search througli what sad maia 
Thenceforth their incommunicable ways 

Follow the desultory feet of Death ? 
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SONNET XXXI. 
THE LANDMARK. 



^ 



Was that tlic landmark? What,— the foolish well 
Whose wave, low down, I d!d not sloop to drink, 
But sat and flung the pebbles from its brink 

In sport to send its imaged akics pell-mell, 

(And mine own image, had I noted well I) — 
Was tliat my point of turning? — I had tliought 
The stations of my course should rise unsought, 

As altar-stonc or ensigncd citadel. 

But lo 1 the patli is missed, I must go back. 
And thirst to drink when next I reach the spring 

Which once I stained, which since may have grown 
black. 
Yet though no light be left nor bird now sing 
As here I turn, I'll thank God, hastening, 

That the same goal is still on the same track. 



1 
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SONNET XXXiL 
A DAIUC DAY. 

Tjib gloom that brcithes upon me with these niri 
Is like tlic drops which strike tlic traveller's brow 
Who knows not, darkling, if they bring him now 

Fresh storm, or be old rain the covert bears. 

Ah I bodes this hour some har\'est of new tares. 
Or hath but memory of die day whose plough 
Sowed hunger once, — the night at length when 
tliou, 

O prayer found vain, didst fall from out my prayers ? 

How prickly were the growths which yet how smooth. 
Along the hedgerows of this journey shed. 

Lie by Time's grace till night and sleep may soothe I 
Even as the thistledown from pathsides dead 

Gleaned by a girl in autumns of her youth. 
Which one new year makes soft her marriage>bed. 
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SONNET XXXttt. 



THE HILL SUAWHT. 



' This feast-day of the sun, bis altar there 

In tlic bronil wost hns blnxcd for vcsi>cr-SOng i 
And I have loilcrcil in llic vale too long 

And gase now a belated worshipper. 

Yet may I not forget that I was 'warci 
So joumeyingt of his face at intervals 
Transfigured where the fringed horizon falls, ^ 

A fiery bush witli coruscating hair. 

And now that I have climbed and won tliis height, 
I must tread downward through the sloping shade 

And travel the bewildered tracks till night 
Yet for tliis hour I ttill mny here be stayed 
And see tlie gold air and the silver fade 

And the last bird fly into tlic last lighL 



? 
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SONNET XXXIV. 
BARREN SPRING. 

So now the changed year's turning wheel returns : 
And as a girl sails balanced in the windf 
And now before and now again behind 

Stoops as it swoops, with cheek that laughs and 
bumS| — 

So Spring comes merry towards me now, but earns 
No answering smile from me, whose life is twin*d 
With the dead boughs that winter still must bind, 

And whom to-day the Spring no more concerns. 

Dehold, this crocus is a withering flame ; 

This snowdrop, snow ; this apple-blossom's part 
To breed the fruit that breeds the serpent's art 

Nay, for these Spring-flowers, turn thy face from themy 

Nor gaze till on the year's last lily-stem 
Tbe white cup shrivels round the golden heart* 
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SOlfNBTS XXXV., XXXVI., XXXVIt. 

THE CHOICE. 

I. 
Eat thou nnd drink ; to-morrow tliou slialt die. 

Surely llic cartii, tlint's wise being very old, 

Needs not our help. Then loose me, lovci siid li 
Thy sultry hair up from my dice ; that I 
May pour for tliec lliis yellow wine, brim-high. 

Till round the glass thy fingers glow like gold. 

We'll drown nil hours ; thy song, while lioura are 
toll'd, 
Shall leap, as fountains veil the changing sky. 

Kow kiss, and think that, there are really thosei 
My own high-bosomcd beaut}', who increase 
Vain gold, vain lore, and yet might choose our 

way I 
Through many days tliey toil ; then comet a day 
They die not, — never having lived, — but cease { 
And round their narrow lips the mould fidls cloae. 



222 



THE HOUSE OF UFE. 



IT. 

Watch thou and fear ; to-morrow tliou nhalt die. 

Or art thou sure thou shalt have time for death ? 

Is not the day wliich God*s word promiseth 
To come man knows not when ? In yonder sky^ 
Now while we speak, the sun speeds forth : can I 

Or thou assure him of his goal ? God*s breath 

Even at the moment haply quickeneth 
The air to a flame ; till spirits, always nigh 
Tliough screened and hid, shall walk the daylight here. 

And dost tliou prate of all that man shall do? 
Canst thou, who hast but plagues, presume to be 
Glad in his gladness that comes after thee? 

Will kis strength slay iky worm in Hell ? Go to : 
Cover thy countcnancey and watch, and fear. 
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in. 

Tliink thou niid net ; to-morrow thou shalt die. 
Outstretched ill (he euii's tvnrmth iii>on llic ahore, 
Tliou saj'st : 'Ainu's mcaiiiirctl jMtJi im all gone o'eri 

Up nil his ycnrs, steeply, with strain mid sigh, 

Mun clomb until he touched the truth ; and I, 
Even I, am he whom it wns <lestined for.' 
How should this be? Art thou then so much more 

Thnnthcy who sowed, th.it llioiistiouldst rcnp thereby? 



Nay, conic up hither. From this ware-washed mound 
Unto the furtlicst flood-brim look with mc ; 

Then reach on with tliy tliougkt till it be drown'd. 
Miles and miles distint tliough tlie gr.iy line be. 

And though thy soul sail leagues and leagues beyond,— 
Still, leagues beyond Uiote leagues, tliere is more tea. 



f 
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SONNET XXXVIIL 
HOARDED JOY. 

I SAID : * Nay, pluck not, — let the first fruit be x 
Even as tliou saycst, it is sweet and red. 
But let it ripen still. The tree's bent head 

Sees in the stream its own fecundity 

And bides the day of fulness. Shall not we 
At the sun's hour tliat day possess the shade. 
And claim our fniit before its ripeness fade. 

And eat it from tlie branch and praise tlie tree?' 

I say : * Alas I our fruit hath wooed the sun 
Too long, — 'tis fallen and floats adown tlie stream* 

Lo, the last clusters I Pluck them every one. 
And let us sup with summer ; ere the gleam 

Of autumn set the year's pent sorrow free, 

And the woods wail like echoes from the sea/ 
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VAIN VIRTUES. 



What is the torricst Uiing tlint enters Hell? 
None of tlic sins, — but thi& and that fair deed 
Wliicli a soul's sill at lenglli could supersede. 

These jret are virgins, whom death's timely knell 

Might once hove sninlcd ; whom the fiends compel 
Together now, in annke-bound shuddering sheaves 
Of anguisli, while the scorcliing bridegroom leaves 

Their refuse maidenhood abominable. 



Night sucks them down, the garbage of tlie pit, 
Whose names, half entered in the book of Life, 
Were God's desire at noon. And as tlieir hair 
And eyes sink last, tlie Torturer deigns no wliit 
To gaze, but, yearning, waits his worthier wife, 
The Sin still blithe on eartli that sent them there. 



326 



THE HOUSE OF LIFE. 



SONNET XL. 



LOST DAYS. 



Tub lost davn of my life until to-day, 
What were tlicy, could I see them on the street 
Lir as rhcy fell? Would they be cars of wheat 

Sown once A^r food but trodden into clay? 

Or gOtdcn coins squandered and still to pay? 
Or drops of blooil dabbling the guilty feet? 
Or such spilt water as in dreams must cheat 

The tliroats of men in Hell, who thirst alway? 

I do not see them here ; but after death 
God knows I know tlie faces I shall see. 

Each one a murdered self, with low last breath. 
*I am thyself, — what hast tliou done to me? 

*And I — and I — thyself,' (lo! each one saitli,) 
* And thou thyself to all eternity I ' 
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SONNET XLL 
DEATH'S SONGSTERS. 

When first Uiat horac, within whose populous womb 
The birth was death, o'crshadowed Troy with late. 
Her elders, dubious of its Grecian freight, 

Brought Helen there to sing the songs of home : 

She whispered, * Friends, I am alone ; come, come I * 
Then, crouched within, Ulysses waxed afraid, 
And on his comrades' quivering mouths he laid 

His hands, and held them till the voice was dumb. 

The same was he who, lashed to his own mast. 
There where the sea-flowers screen the chamel-cavcs^ 

Beside the sirens' singing island pass'd 
Till sweetness failed along the inveterate waves. . « 

Say, soul, — are songs of Death no heaven to thee, 

Nor shames her lip the cheek of Victory? 
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SONNET XLIL 

•RETRO ME, SATHANAI 

Get thcc behind mc. Even as, hcavy-curledf 
Stooping^ Against the wind, a charioteer 
Is snatched from out liis chariot by the haifi 
So shall Time be ; and as the void car, hurled 
Abroad by reinless steeds, even so the world : 
Yea, even as chariot-dust u[K>n the air. 
It sliall be sought and not found anywhere. 
Get Uiec behind me, Satan. Oft unfurled. 
Thy perilous wings can beat and break like lath 
Much mightiness of men to win thee praise. 
Leave these weak feet to tread in narrow ways. 
Thou still, upon tlie broad vine-sheltered path, 
Mayst wait the turning of the phials of wrath 
For certain years, for certain months and days. 



i 
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SONNET xi.ni. 
LOST ON BOTH SIDES. 

As when two men have loved a woman well, 

Each hating cadi, lliroMgh Love'snnd Death's deceit ^ 
Since not for cither this sUrk mnrriagc-slic«t 

And the long pauses of this wedding-bcU j 

Yet o'er her grave the night and day dispel 
At Inst their feud forlorn, with cold and heat ; 
Nor other than dear friends to death may fleet 

The two lives left that most of her can tell : ^ 

So separate hopes, which in a soul had wooed 

The one same Peace, Strove with each other long* 

And Peace before their faces perished since : 
So through that soul, in restless brotherhood, 
. They roam togetlier now, and wind among 

Its bye-streets, knocking ^t the dusty inns. 



> 
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SONNET XUV. 
THE SUN'S SIIAAIE. 



Beiioldino youth and hope in mockcty caught 
From life ; niid mocking pnlscs that remain 
When the Boul's dciilh of ImxHI}' death \% fain ; 

Honor unknown, nnd lionor known unsonght; 

And pcnuiy't scdiilous scir-torturiiig thought 
On gold, whose master there\vith buys his banc \ 
And loiigcd'for woman longing nil hi v:iin 

For lonely mnn witli love's desire distraught ; 

And %vcallh, and strcngtii, nnd power, and pIcnsantncM, 
Given inito bodies of whose soids men say. 
None poor and weak, slavish and foul, ns they: — 

Beholding these things, I belwld no less 

The blushing mom and blushing eve confess 
The sliamc tlint loads tlie intolerable day. 
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SONNET XLV. 



THE VASE OF LIFE. 

AnouND the vnsc of Life at j'oiir slow pace 

lie lins not crept, but Itirncd !t witli liis h.iuils, 

And nil iU sides already uiidcrstnnds. 
There, girt, one breathes alert for some great race ; 
Whose road nins far by sands and rruitful space ; 

Who laughs, yet tbrougli the jolly throng has pass'd ; 

Who weeps, nor sL-iys for weeping ; who at last, . 
A yoiidi, stands somewhere crowned, widi silent face. 

And he has filled this vase with wine for blood, 
With blood for tears, with spice for burning vow, 
With watered flowers for buried love most fit; 
And would have cast it sliattercd to the flood, 
Yet in Fate's name has kept it whole ; which now 
Stands empty till his ashes fall in it. 



) 
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SONNET XLVL 
A SUPERSCRIPTION. 

Look in my face ; my name is Might-have-been ; 

I am also called No-more, Too-late, Farewell ; 

Unto thine car I hold the dcad-sca shell 
Cast up thy Life's fonm-frettcd feet between ; 
Unto thine eyes the glass where that is seen 

Which had Life's form and Love's, but by my spell 

Is now a shaken shadow intolerable, 
Of ultimate things unuttered the frail screen. 

Mark me, how still I am ! But* should there dart 
One moment through thy soul the soft surprise 
Of that winged Peace which lulls Uie breath of 
•ighs,— 

Then shalt thoti see me smile, and turn apart 

Thy visage to mine ambush, at thy heart 
Sleepless with cold commemorative eyes. 



V^: 



SOXNET XLVIT, 
HE AND I. 

Whkncb came his feet into my field, and whyf 
How ia it that he sees it all so drear f 
How do I see his seeing, and how hear 

The name his bitter silence know* it by? 

This was the little fold of separate sky 
Whose pasturing clouds in the soul's atmoaphera 
Drew living light from one continual year: 

How should he find it lifeless? He, or I? 

X» I this new Self now wanders round my field, 
With plaints for every flower, and for each tree 
A mnnn. the Nltrhinir winrffl niiTtllarv ■ 



aas 
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90NNBTS XLVIIL, XLIX. 
NEWBORN DEATH. 

I. 

To-day Death seems to me an infant child 
Which her worn mother Life upon my kneo 
Has set to grow my friend and play with me ; 

If haply so my heart might be beguil'd 

To find no terrors in a face so mild,— 
If haply so my weary heart might be 
Unto the newborn milky eyes of theCf 

O Death, before resentment reconciled. 

How long, O Death ? And shall tliy feet depart 
Still a young child's witli mine, or wilt thou stand 

FuUgrown the helpful daughter of my heart, 
What time witli thee indeed I reach the strand 

Of the pale wave which knows thee what thou art| 
And drink it in the hollow of thy hand ? 
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n. 

And thou, O Life, the lady of nil bliss. 

With whom, when our first heart bent full and fait( 
I wnndered till the haunts of men were pass'd. 

And in fair places found all bowers amiss 

Till only woods and waves might hear our kiss, 
While to tlie winds all tliought of Death we cast t — 
Ah, Life I and mutt I have from thee at last 

No smile to greet mc and no babe but this? 



Lo 1 Love, the child once ours ; and Song, whose hair 
Blew like a flame and blossomed like a wreath ; 

And Art, whose eyes were worlds by God found fair ; 
These o'er the book of Nature mixed their breath 

WitI) neck-twined arms, as oft we watched them there : 
And did these die that thou mightst bear me Etcath? 



} 
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SONNET L. 
THE ONE HOPE. 

When nil desire at last and all regret 
Go hand in hand to dcatli, and all is vain. 
What shall assuage the unfoi^tten pain 

And teach tlie unforgetful to forget? 

Shall Peace be still a sunk stream long unmet, ^- 
Or may the soul at once in a green plain 
Stoop through tlie spray of some sweet life-fountain 

And cull the dew-drenched flowering amulet? 

Ah 1 when the wan soul in that golden air 
Between tlie scriptured petals sofUy blown 
Peers breathless for tlie gid of grace unknown, — 
Ah 1 let none other written spell soc'er 
But only the one Hope's one name be therCf — 
Not IcM nor morCi but even that word alone. 



* 
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LOVE-LIL.Y. 



Between tlic liitnds, between the brows, 

Between tlic lips of Love-Lily, ^ 

A spirit is born whose biitli endows 

My bloo<I witb fire to burn tUrough me ; 
Wlio brc.itbcs upon my g.tzing eyes, 

Wlio langhs nnd inunnurs in mine car, 
At wliosc Ic.nst touch my color flics, 

And Aviiom my life grows faint to hear. 

Within the voice, withtn the lie.nrt. 

Within tlic mind of Love-Lily, 
A spirit is born who tilts ap.irt 

His trcniidous wings and looks at me ; 
Who on my mouth his finger lays, 

And shows, while whispering hitcs confer. 
That Eden of Love's watered wayn 

Whose winds and spirits worship her. 



2fi 
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Brows, hands, and lips, heart, mind, and voice, 

Kisses and words of Liove-Lily,— 
Oh ! bid me with your joy rejoice 

Till riotous longing rest in me I 
Ah I let not hope be still distraught. 

But find in her its gracious goal, 
Whose speech Truth knows not from her thought 

Nor Love her body from her soul. 






,. „ous^ OF ue^ 



SOHO I'- 



r,RST LOVE »E»' 






THE HOUSE OF LIFE. 



SOJVa ///. 
PLIGHTED PROMISE. 



In a Bon^complcxioncfl sky, f'. 

Fleeting rose and kintlling gny, •'* 

Have you Kcn Aurora fly Cr 

At tlic break of day? K 

So my maiden, bo my plighted may -2, 

Blushing cheek and gleaming eye c 

Lifts to look my way. V 

Where the inmost leaf is atirred } 

With the heart-beat of the grov** £ 

Have you heard a hidden bird jSi 

Cast her note above? j^^ 

So my ladyi so my lovely love, t£ 

Echoing Cupid's prompted word, ij 

Makes a tunc tbereoH tj 
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Have you Kcn, at heaven's mid-height, 
In the moon-rack'< ebb and tide, 

Venus leap Ibrth burning white, 
Uinn pnic and hide? 
So my bright lircast-jewel, so my bride. 

One sweet night, wlicn fc.ir takes flight, 
Shall leap against my side. 
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SONG IV. 
SUDDEN LIGHT. 

I HAVE been here before, 
But when or liow I cannot tell : 

I know tlie grass beyond tlic door, 
The Bwcet keen smell, 
The sighing sound, ttic lights around the shore. 

You have been mine before,^ 

How long ago I may not know t 
But just when at (hat swallow's soar 
Your neck turned so, 
Some veil did fall, — I knew it all of yore. 

Then, now, — perchance again 1 . . . 

O round mine e}'cs your (rcssei shake I 
Shall we not lie as we ha\'e lain 
Thus for Lo%'c's sake. 
And sleep, and wake, yet never break tlie chain t 



I A UTiXB while a little love 

The hour yet bears for llicc and me 
Who have not drawn llie veil to ue 
If still our licaven be lit above. 
Thou merely, at the day's last sigh, 

Hast Celt thy soul prolong the tone ; 
And I have heard the night-wind ciy 
And deemed its spcedi mine own. 
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A LITTLE WHILE. 



I 

i 



A little while a little love 
The scattering autumn hoards for us 
Whose bower is not yet ruinous 

Nor quite unlcaved our songless grove. 

Only across the shaken boughs 
We hear the flood-tides seek tlie sea, 

And deep in both our hearts they rouse 
One wail for thee and mc. 
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A little while a little love 
May yet be ours who have not uid 
The word it makei our eyei afraid 

To know that each ia thinking of. 

Not yet the end : be our lipi dumb 
In imilea a little •euton yet: 

rU tell thee, when llie end is comC) 
How we mav best forRcti 
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TIIE SONG OF THE BOWER. 

SAVt !b it day. is it dusk in tliy bower, 

Tliou whom I long for, wlio longest for inc? 
Oh I be it light, be it iiishi, 'tis Love's hour, 

Love's that is rclterciJ ns Love's thut Is free. 
Free Love has leiipcd to that innermost chamber, 

Oh I the last time, and the hundred before : 
Fettered Love, motionless, can but remember. 

Yet something that sighs from him passes the dooi 

Nay, but my heart when it flics to thy bower, 

What does it find there that knows it again? 
There it must droop like a shower-beaten flower. 

Red at the rent core and dark with the rain. 
Ah I yet what shelter is still shed abova it, — 

What waters still image its leaves torn apart? 
Thy soul is the shade that clings round it to love it, 

And tears are its mirror deep dowa in thy heart. 

What were my prize, could I enter thy bower. 
This day, to-morrow, at ere or at mora? 
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Lai^c lovel/ arm* and a neck like a tower, 
BoKini then heaving that now lie* forlorn. 

Kindled with lore-breath, (tlie lun'i kiss is colder 1} 
Thy sweetness alt near mct so distant to-day ; 

My hand round thy neck and. tliy Iwnd on my slioiilder. 
My mouth to thy mouth as tho world melts away 

What U it keeps me afar from tliy bower,— 

"My spirit, my body, so fain to be tlicrof 
Waters cnguirmgor flrcs (hat devour? — 

Earth heaped against nic or ilcalh in tlio airf 
Nay, but in day-dreams, for terror, for pity, 

The trees wave their heads with an omen to tell [ 
May, tnit in nig1it-d reams, throughout tho dark city, 

Hie hours, clashed together, lose count in the beU. 

Shall I not one day remember thy bower. 

One day when all days arc one day to me? — 
Thinking, * I stirred not, and }-ct had tho power,' 

Yearning, * Ah God, if again it might be I ' 
Peace, peace 1 such a small lamp illumes, on this high- 
way, 

So dimly so few steps in front of my feet, — 
Yet shows me that her way is parted from my way. . . . 

Out of sight, beyond light, at what goal may we 
meet? 
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PENUMBRA- 

I DID iiot look upon licr cyct, 
(Tlioti[;Ii icnrccly >i'cn, witl) no surpriH, 
'Mid mnny eyes r single look,) 
BecnuBc tlicy should not f^azc rebuke, 
Thenceforth, Irom st-ira in eky and brook. 

I did not take her by the hand, 

(Though little was to understand 

From touch of hand all friends might take,) 

Because it sliould not prove a flake 

Burnt in my pnlcn to boil and ache. 



I did not listen to her voice, 
(Though none had noted, where at choice 
All might rejoice in listening,) 
Because no such a thing should cling 
In the wood's moan at evening. 
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I did not cross her shadow once, 
(Though from the hollow west the Hin't 
Last shadow nins along so fiir,) 
Because in June it should not bar 
Mjr ways, at noon when levers are. 

They told mo she was sad that day, 
(Though wherefore tell what love's iootJuay, 
Sooner than they, did register?) 
And my heart leapt and wept to her, 
And yet I did not spcalc nor stir. 

So shall the tongues of the Ko!t bam 
(Though many voices tliercwith conM 
From drowned hope's home to ciy to me,) 
Bewail one hour the more, when sea 
And wind are one with memory. 
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SONG VHI. 



THE WOODSPURGE. 



TtiB wind flapiKc) loose, llic wind was sti 
SlmkCT) out liciul from tree nml hill ! 
I lind walked on nt tlic wind's will, — 
I »at now, for the wind was still. 

Between my knees my forchcnd wns,^ 
My tips, drnwn in, said not Alns 1 
My hair was over in the grass, 
My naked cars heard t]ic day pass. 

My eyes, wide open, had the run 
Of some ten weeds to fix upon ; 
Among those few, out of tlie sun, 
The woodspurge flowered, tlirec cups in o 

From perfect grief there need not be 
Wisdom or even memory : 
One thing then Icnmt remains to me,— 
The woodspurge has a cup of three. 
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THE HONEYSUCKLE. 

■-^ 

I rLUCKBD a honeysuckle where "i i 

The hedge on High is quick with thoni, ,'-l 

And climbing for the prize, wu torni ^^ 

And fouled my feet in quag-water ; K 

And by tlie thorns nnd by the wind 

The blouom that I took wu thtnn'd, 
And yet I found it sweet and fair. 

Tbence to a richer growth I came, k 

Where, nursed in mclkiw intercourse, B 

The honeysuckles sprang by scores, E 

Mot harried like my single stem, ■ 
All virgin lamps of scent and dew. 

So from my hand that first I threw, ^ 

Yet plucked not any more of them. ■< 



SONG X. 



A YOUNG FIR-WOOD. 
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K These little firs to-day are tilings 
* To clasp into a giant's cap, 

Or fans to suit liis IaUj''s lap. 
From many winters many springs 
SbnII cherish them in strength and siipt 
Till they be marked upon the map, 
A wood for the wind's wanderings. 

All seed is in the sower's hands : 

And what at firat was trained to spread 
Its shelter for some single head,— 

Yea, even such fellowship of wands, ^ 
May hide the sunset, and the shade 
Of its great multitude be laid 

Upon the earth and elder sands. 
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THE SEA~LIMITS. 

Consider the ten's listless chime : 
Time's self it is, made audible,^ 
TItc murmur of tlic earth's own ihell* 

Secret contiDuancc sublime 
Is the sea's end : our sight may pass 
No furlong riirthcT. Since time was, 

This sound Iiath (old the lapse of ttme. 

Ko quiet, which is death's, — it hath 
Tlic mournfulncss of ancient life, 
Enduring always at dull strife. 

As the worltl's heart of rest and wralhi 
Its painful pulse >■ in the sands- 
Last utterly, tlic whole sky stands, 

Gray and not known, along its path. 

Listen alone beside tlie sea, 
Listen alone among the woods ; 
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Tliofie Toiccs of twin tolitwlcs 

Shall have one sound alike to thee : 
Haris where the munnun of thixHiged men 
Sofge and sink back and sui^ againf— 

Sdll the one Toice of wave and tree. 

Gather a shcD from the strown beach 

And listen at its lips: they ugh 

The same desire and mysteiy. 
The echo of the whole sca*s speech. 

And all mankind is thus at heart 

Not anj-thing but what thou art : 
And Earth, Sea, Man, are all in each. 



SONNETS FOR PICTURES, 



AND OTHER SONNETS. 
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FOR 

*OUR LADY OF THE ROCKS.* 
By Leonardo da Vinxi. 

Mother, is this the darkness of the end, 

The Shadow of Death? and is that outer sea 

Infinite imminent Eternity? 
And does the death-pang by man's seed sustained 
In Time's each instant cause thy face to bend 

Its silent prayer upon the Son, while he ^ 

Blesses the dead with his hand silently 
To his long day which hours no more oflend ? 

Mother of grace, the pass is difficult. 

Keen as these rocks, and the bewildered souls 

Throng it like echoes, blindly shuddering through. 
Thy name, O Lord, each spirit's voice extols, 
Whose peace abides in the dark avenue 
Amid the bitterness of things occult. 

17 
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A VENETIAN PASTORAL. 
Br GionoioNB. 
(/m the Lomvre.) 

Water, for aneuish of the solstice : — nay, 
But dip the vessel slowly, — nay, but lean 
And hark how at its vctcc the wave ugha in 

Reluctant. Hush I Bc}*ond all depth away 

The heat lies siicnt at the brink of day : 
Now the hand trails upon the viol-vtring 
That sobo, and the brown faces cease to sin^, 

Sad with (he wliolc of pleasure. Whither stray 

Her eyes now, from whose mouth the slim pipes creep 

And leave it pouting, while the shadowed graaa 

Is cool against her naked side? Let bei^ 

Say nothing now unto her lest she weep, 
Nor name this ever. Be it as It was, — 
Life touching lips with Immortoli^. 
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FOR 

AN ALLEGORICAL DANCE OF WOMEN. 

By Andrea Mantbona. 

(/if the Louvre.) 

ScAUCELY, I think ; yet it indeed fftay be 
The meaning reached him, when this music rang 
Clear through his frame, a sweet possessive pang. 

And he beheld these rocks and that rid^red sea. 

But I believe that, leaning tow'rds them, he 
Just felt their hair carried across his face 
As each girl passed him ; nor gave ear to trace 

How many feet ; nor bent assuredly 

His eyes from the blind fixedness of thought 
To know the dancers. It is bitter glad 
Even unto tears. Its meaning (illeth it, 
A secret of the wells of Life : to wit : — 
The heart's each pulse shall keep the sense it had 

With all, though the mind*s labor run to nought. . 
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FOR 

•RUGGIERO AND ANGELICA.' 

By Ingres. 
(Two Sonneis,) 

I. 

A REMOTE »ky, prolon^d to the sea's brim : 
One rock-point stiiuling bulTeteil alone. 
Vexed at its base witli a foul beast unknown, 

Ilcii-birth of g^maunt and tcraphim : 

A knight, and a winged creature bearing him, 
Reared at tlie rock : a woman fettered there, 
Leaning into the hollow with loose hair 

And Uiroat let back and heartsick trail of limb. 

Tlie sky is harsh, and the sea shrewd and salt : 
Under his lord the griflin-horse ramps blind 

Witli rigid wings and tail. The spear's litlie stci 
Thrdls in the roaring of those jaws i behind. 
That evil lengtJi of body chafes at fault. 

She doth not liear nor sec — she knows of them. 
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II. 

Clench thine eyes now, — 'lis the last instant, girl : 
Draw in thy senses, set thy knees, and take 
One breath for all : thy life is keen awake, — 

Thou mayst not swoon. Was that the scattered whirl 

or its foam drenched thee? — or the waves that curl 
And split, bleak spray wherein thy temples ache? • 
Or was it his the champion's blood to flake 

Thy flesh? — or thine own blood's anointing, girl? 

Now, silence : for the sea's is such a sound 
As irks not silence ; and except the sea, 

All now is still. Now the dead thing doth cease 
To writhe, and drifts. lie turns to her : and she. 
Cast from the jaws of Death, remains there, bound, 
Again a woman in her nakedness. 
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VOR 



"THE WINE OF QRCE^' 

BY EDWARD BURNS JONES. 

DusK-iiAiRED anil gold-robcd o'er the golden wine 
She stoops, wherein, distilled of death and shamci 
Sink the black drops ; while, lit with fragrant flamCf 

Round her spread board the golden sunflowers sliioe. 

Doth Ilclios here with Hecate combine 
(O Circe, thou their votaress !) to proclaim 
For these thy guests all rapture in Love*s namei 

Till pitiless Night give Day the countersign? 

Lords of their hour, they come. And by her knee 
Those cowering beasts, their equals heretofore, 

Wait ; who with them in new equality 
To-night shall echo back tlie unclutnging roar 
Which sounds for ever from the tide-strown sliore 

Where the dishevelled seaweed hates the sea. 
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MARY'S GIRLHOOD. 
{For a Picture^ 

This is that blessed Mary, prc-elect 

God's Virgin. Gone is a great whilci and she 

Dwelt young in Nazareth of Galilee. 
Unto God's will she brought devout respect. 
Profound simplicity of intellect, 

And supreme patience. From her mother's knee 

Faithful and hopeful ; wise in charity ; 
Strong in grave peace ; in pity circumspect 

So held she through her girlhood ; as it were 
An angcl-watcred lily, that near God 
Grows and is quiet. Till, one dawn at home, 
She woke in her white bed, and had no fear 
At all, — yet wept till sunshine, and felt awed : 
Because tlie fulness of the time was come. 



2d4 
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THE PASSOVER IN THE HOLY FAMILY. 

{^For a Drawing.^) 

IIhre meet together the prefi^ring day 
And day prefigured. * Eating, thou shalt stand, 
Feet shod, loins girt, thy road-stafT in thine hand. 

With blood-stiincd door and lintel,* — did God say 

By Moses* moutli in ages passed away. 
And now, where this poor household doth comprise 
At Paschal-Feast two kindred families, — - 

Lo ! tlie slain lamb confronts the Lamb to slay. 

The pyre is piled. What agony's crown attained. 
What shadow of death tlie Boy*s fair brow subdues 

Who holds that blood wherewitli tlie porch is stained 
By Zachary the priest? John binds tlic shoes 
He deemed himself not worthy to unloose ; 

And Mary culls the bitter herbs onlained. 

* The scene is in the house-porch, where Christ holds a 
bowl of blood from which Zschsriss is sprinkling the posts 
and lintel. Joseph hss brought the lamb snd Elisabeth lights 
the pjrre. The shoes which John fastens and the bitter herbs 
which Mar/ is gathering form part of the ritual. 



r 
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MARY MAGDALENE. 



AT TnC DOOR ( 



SIMOTJ TIIS rllAniSBB. 



{_For a Dra-ivtitg.*) 

< Wiiv wilt Ihoii cnst the roses from tliiiic li.iir? 

Nny, be tlion all n losc, — wreath, li|)g, mid check. 

Nay, not tills houac, — ihnt banqiict-housc wc seek; 
See liow they kiss and enter ; come thou tliere. 
This delicate day of love we two will share 

Till at our ear love's whispering night shall speak. 

What, sweet one, — hold'st thou still the foolish 
freak? 
Nay, when I kiss thy feet they'll leave the stair.' 

* Oh loose mc I See'st thou not my Bridegroom's fac« 

That draws ine to Him? For His feet my kiss, 

My hair, my tears He craves to^ay:— andohl 

What words can tell what other day and place 

Shall sec mc clasp those blood-stained feet of Hia? 

He needs mc, calls mc, loves mc : let me go 1 * 

* In the drawing Marjr ha« led a fettal proceislon, and is 
BKcnding by a *udden impulM the ttept of the houtc where 
ibe »eet Chri(t Her lover bs* followed her and U trj>ing to 
turn her back 
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SAINT LUKE THE PAINTER. 
{Por a Drtnoing.) 

GiVB honor unto Luke Evangelist ; 
For he it was (the aged legends say) 
Who first taught Art to fold her hands and pmy. 

Scarcely at once she dared to rend the mist 

Of devious symbols : but soon having wist 
How sky-breadth and field-silence and this day 
Are symbols also in some deeper way, 

Slie looked tlirough these to God and was God's ptiest 

And if, past noon« her toil began to irk, 
And slie sought talismans, and turned in vain 
To soulless self-reflections of man's skill, -^ 
Yet now, in this Uie twilight, she might still 
Kneel in the latter grass to pray again. 
Ere the night cometh and she may not work. 
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LILITH. 
{For a Picture.) 

Op Adam's first wife, Lilith, it is told 

(The witch he loved before the gift of Eve,) 

That, ere the snake's, her sweet tongiie could deceive. 

And her enchanted hair was the iirst gold. 

And still she sits, young while the earth is old, 
And, subtly of herself contemplative, 
Draws men to watch the bright net she can weave, 

Till heart and body and life are in its hold. 

The rose and poppy are her flowers ; for where 
Is he not found, O Lilith, whom shed scent 
. And soft-shed kisses and soft sleep shall snare? 

Lo 1 as that youth's eyes burned at tliine, so went 
Thy spell through him, and left his straight neck 
bent, 
And round his heart one strangling golden hair. 
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SIBYLLA PALMIFERA. 
{For a Picimre.) 

Undbr die arch of Life, where love and deathy 
Terror and mystery, guard her shrine, I saw 
Beauty enthroned ; and though her gaze struck awei 

I drew it in as simply as my breath. 

Hers are the eyes which, over and beneath. 
The sky and sea bend on thee,— which can draWf 
By sea or sky or woman, to one law, 

The allotted bondman of her palm and wreath. 

This is that Lady Beauty, in whose praise 

Thy voice and hand sliake still, — long known to 
thee 
By flying hair and fluttering hem, — the beat 
Following her daily of thy heart and feet, 
How passionately and irretrievably. 
In what fond flight, how many ways and days I 
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{^For a Picture^ 

Sjik hnlh the apple in her h.in<I for tliec, 
Yet almost iii licr licnrt wouia hold it back ; 
She muses, with her eyes upon (he track 

Of that which in tliy spirit tlicy can kc. 

Haply, * Dcliold, lie is at pence,' saitii slie ; 
' Alas I the npptc for liis lips, — the dart 
That follows its brief sweetness to bis heart, ^ 

The wandering of his feet perpetually I ' 

A little space her glance is still and coy j 
But if she give the fruit tliat works her spell. 

Those eyes shall fiame as for her Phrygian boy. 
Then shall her bird's strained throat the woe fore- 
tell, 
And her far seas moan as a single shell, 

And her grove glow witli lovc-lit fires of Troy. 
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CASSANDRA. 
{^Por a Drawimg.^) 

I. 

RbnD| rend thine hair, Cassandra : he will go. 
Yea, rend tliy garments, wring thine hands, and Cfj 
From Troy stiil towered to the unrcddcned sky. 

See, all but she that bore thee mock thy woe : — 

He most whom that f;iir woman arms, with show 
Of wratli on her bent brows ; for in this place 
This hour thou bad*st all men in Helen's face 

The ravished ravishing prize of Death to know. 

What eyes, what cars hath sweet Andromache, 
Save for her Hector's form and step ; as tear 
On tear make Siilt the warm last kiss he gave? 
He goes. Cassandra's words beat heavily 
Like crows above his crest, and at his ear 
Ring hollow in the shield tliat shall not save. 

^Th€ subject shows Csttandra ptx>phe8ying smong her 
kindred, at Hector leaves them for his last hattie. They are 
on the platform of a fortressi from which the Ttx>Jan troopa 
are marching out Helen is arming Paris; Priam soothes 
Hccttba; and Andromache holds the child to her bosom. 



Jk soi 
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*0 Hector, gone, gone, gone I O Hector, tlice 

Two ciuiriots wait, In Troy long blcM'd nnd curs'd : 
And GrL-cliin spL-nr and Pliogian snntl adilnt 

Crave from lliy veins tlic blood of victor_y, 

Lol long tipoii our licartli tlic l>ranJ liuU we, 
Lit for the roof-tree's niin : and to^uy 
llie ground-stone quits tlie wall, — the wind hal 
wny, — 

And liighcr nnd higher tlic wings of fire arc free> 

O Paris, Paris 1 O thou burning brand. 

Thou beacon of tlic sea wlicncc Venus n>ac, 

lighting tiiy race to sliipwrcck I Even tliat hand 
Wherewith she took thine apple let her close 
Witliin tlty curls at Inst, and while Troy glows 

Lift thee her trophy to the sea and land.' 
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{For a Picture^ 

What of tlie end, Pandora ? Wai it thine. 
The deed tlint set these fiery pinions free? 
Ah t wherefore did the Olympian consistory 

In its own likeness innke thee half divine? 

Was it tliat Juno's brow might stand a sign 
For ever? and tlic mien of Pallas be 
A deadly tiling? and that all men might aee 

In Venus' eyes tlie gaze of Proserpine? 

What of the end? These beat tlteir wings at will, ' 
The ill-horn things, tlie good tilings turned to ill, — 

Powers of tlic impassioned hours prohibited. 
Aye, hug the casket now I Whither they go 
Thou mayst not dare to think: nor canst thou know 

if Hope still pent there be alive or dead. 
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ON REFUSAL OF AID BETWEEN NATIONS 

J Mot thnt tlie earth is clianglng^ O mjr Qocl 1 
Nor tliat tlic scnsons totter in tlicir walk) — 
Not that the viritknt ill of net niul tnik 
Scctlics ever as a winepress ever trod, — 
Not tliereferc arc wc ccrbtin that tlte rod 
Weighs in thi tie hand to smite thy world ; though nov 
Beneatli thine hand so many nations bow, 
So many kings:— not therefore, O my Godl — 

But because Man is parcelled out in men 
Even thus ; because, for any wrongTul blow, 
No man not stricken asks, ' I would be told 
Why thou dost strike ; ' but his heart whisper* then, 
* He is he, I am I.' By this we know 
That the eartli falls asunder, being old. 




ON THE 'VITA NUOVA' OF DANTE. 

As he that love* o(i looks on the dear form 
And gucucs how it grew to womanhood, 
And gladly would have watched the beauties bod 

And the mild fire of precious life wax warm i ^ 

So I) long bound within the tlirccfold charm 
Of Dante's lo%-e sublimed to heavenly mood, 
Had marvelled, touching his Beatitude, 

How grew such presence from man's shameful iwami. 

At length within this book I found portrayed 

Newborn that Paradisal Love of bit. 
And simple like a child ; with whose clear aid 

I understood. To such a child as this, 
Christ, chaiging well his chosen ones, forbade 

Ofleoce : ' for lo I of such my kingdom Is.* 
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indeed, when at die ibiit 
Together with tfaj naine thoa ipn^tl me his, 
T*:iit £jso oo thj son roust Beatrice 
Decline her eves accordii^ Id her wont, 
AccfTcrc sac to Ik of thoic that haunt 
Tbe v^ of nvagical dark m^-sterics 
W'beiv to the hiils her poct*s foot track lies 
Aad wisoom*s living fountain to his chaunt 
Tresbies in music? This is that steep land 
Where he that holds his jouniey stands at gaze 
Tow*rd sunset, when the clouds like a new height 
Seem piled to ciimb. These things I understand : 
For here, where day still soothes mj liAed face. 
On thy bowed* head, my father, fell the night. 




BEAUTY AND THE BIRD. 

She (Itited with tier mouth as when one lipt, 
And gently waved her golden head, inctin'd 
Outside liis cage close to the window-blind | 

Till her fond bird, with little turns and dipt, 

Piped low to her of sweet companionsliips. 
And wlicii he made an end, some seed took tlw 
And fed him from her tongtie, which rosilj 

Peeped as a piercing bud between her lipt. 

And like the child in Chaucer, on whose tongue 
The Blessed Mnry laid, when he was dead, 

A grain, -^ who straightway praised her name in tong i 
Even BO, when she, a little liglitly red. 

Now turned on me and laughed, I heard the throog 
Of inner voices praite her golden bead. 



A MATCH WITH THE MOON. 

Weary already, weary miles to-night 
I walked for bed : and so, to get some case, 
I dogged the flying moon with siiiiilcs. 
And like a wiap slic <loublcd on my sight 
In ponds; and caught in trcc>tops like a kite; 
And in a globe of film nil vaporish 
Swam Tull-fiiccd like a silly silver fish ; — 
Lost like n bubble shot die welkin's height 
Where my road turned, and got behind me, and sei 
My wizened shadow craning round at me, 
And jeered, 'So, step the measurci^one i 
tlircc!'— 



AUTUMN IDLENESS. 

Tins Buiiliglit sliamci November where he grievra 
In dead red leave*, and will not let him aliun 
The day, tlioiigh boii^h witli bough be over-run • 

But with n blessing every gl.-idc receives 

High vilutation ; while from hillock>e.ives 

Tlic deer gasc calling, dnpplcd white and dun. 
As if. being forcBlcrs of old, the tun 

Ilad marked tlicm with tlie shade of forot-leaves. 

Here dawn to^lay unveiled her magic g^ass; 

Here noon now gives the thirsl and takes the dewi 
Till eve bring rest when other good things pass. 

And here tlic lost hours the lost hours renevr 
While I still lead my shadow o'er the grass. 

Nor know, for longing, that which I should do. 
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FAREWELL TO THE GLEN. 

Sweet stream-fed glen, why say ^ farewell ' to diee 
Who far'st so well and (ind'st for ever smooth 
The brow of Time where man may read no ruth ? 

Nay, do thou rather say * farewell ' to me. 

Who now fare forth in bitterer fantasy 

Than erst was mine where otlicr shade might sootlie 
By other streams, what while in fragrant youth 

The bliss of being sad made melancholy. 



And yet, farewell 1 For better shalt thou fare 
When children bathe sweet faces in thy flow 

And happy lovers blend sweet shadows there 
In hours to come, than when an hour ago 

Thine echoes had but one man's sighs to bear 
And diy trees whispered what he feared to know. 
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THE MONOCHORD. 
( Wriiien during Music.) 

Is it the moved air or tlie moving sound 
That is Life's self and draws my life from me, 
And by instinct ineflable decree 

Holds my breath quailing on the bitter bound? 

Nay, is it Life or Death, thus tliunder-crown'di 
That 'mid the tide of all emergency 
Now notes my separate wave, and to what sea 

Its difficult eddies labor in tlie ground? 

Oh ! what is this that knows tlie road I came. 
The flame turned cloud, the cloud returned to flam 

The lifted shifted steeps and all the way? — 
That draws round me at last this wind-warm spaci 
And in regenerate rapture turns my face 

Upon the devious coverts of dismay? 
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